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PREFACE 


When I was a child my chosen plate at breakfast-time was blue 
and Chinese, with a primitive version of the then ubiquitous 
willow-pattern. I had selected it from a cabinet of china not 
regarded by my family as usable, yet no one seemed to conceive 
that it might be too precious to use; I carried it off after breakfast 
to wherever my mother might be, following her about until I 
could persuade her to rehearse the daily ritual of the plate, its 
familiar rubric dear to children before me : 

‘Two little birds flying high; 

A little vessel sailing by; 

A lord and lady from the house. . . .’ 

By that plate I believed China to be a tranquil, unchanging 
place, not like the turbulent, confused, dark Northern town which 
was all I knew. Life there must be orderly, comely; its people 
were sedate, everyone had his place, his function; where every- 
thing was so desirable in its beauty, no one ever wanted to do 
and be otherwise than he was doing and being. 

This childhood impression became explicit as one grew older 
and learnt there were more remarkable paintings of China to be 
seen — but all commemorating that tranquil, paradisal air, and 
inhabited by that orderly, comely people apparently guided by 
grace and desirous of living by the light of reason. It revived in 
me as lately as the appearance of those miraculous translated 
poems by which Mr. Arthur Waley created in us a momentary 
illusion that we could read Chinese. 

By that time, though, I had learnt that the peoples of China 
are — like the rest of us — subject to the Spirit of Mutability. As 
I had been growing older, fragmentary news came from time to 
time that the passion of change which was tormenting the rest of 
us had seized China too. China had once achieved a culture and 
a life so nearly perfect in exquisiteness and wisdom that it had 
tried to stabilise this, ensure its endurance. But growth controls 
our whole earth: to arrest perfection is to petrify it. A populace is 
I 5 
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subject to crowd-psychology; but, before that asserts control, 
something is secreted here and there in silence; into a stock that 
has accepted inherited laws for generations a child is born that is 
an incarnate revulsion from them. This happens here and there, 
then often, and throughout great areas and populations in a short 
time. These isolated revulsions move toward each other uncon- 
sciously, in as great a mystery as any other phenomenon of growth. 
When they recognise each other, a Revolution begins. 

Here, in Miss Min Ron’s vivid, first-hand Autobiography, we 
can watch the appearance of such a unit of revulsion. Some un- 
recognised principle in her mind in childhood moved blindly and 
without guidance to possess her. She appears among brothers and 
sisters who are submissive, pious to their ancestors, content to live 
by ancient wisdom and the illumination of tradition. Her father is 
content, too: she is the only one in the family of a nature like the 
mother’s, who embodies the tradition — yet she is the one to reject 
it. There is a furious passion of life in these two women, and the 
daughter shows us with creative genius how this same passion 
moves in the mother — ^with a pitilessness which might be un- 
acknowledged despair — to hold to the dying order at the daughter’s 
expense, and in the daughter to destroy all that is dear to the 
mother. 

Mr. Tsui Chi has brought considerable gifts of scholarship and 
literature toward helping us to understand the forces that have 
changed China, and have brought its people into alliance with' 
Britain and America: we owe to him the most useful account, so 
far, of his country’s history, both ancient and recent, which is^ 
available in English; and now also this convincing translation of- 
his country-woman’s story — which he has made more valuable by 
the first account given here of China’s contemporary literature 
and its creators, and the influence on them of modern European 
writers. 

To read this story of a still-young woman from a remote village 
in China is at first like watching the germination of a cell that is 
to develop a ferment in some mass of living organisms; but 
presently the development of a personality and something more, 
until Miss Min Ron becomes at last a symbol of her nation’s new 
power and purpose. She is significant of something more than 
herself when, on reaching the outside world from her patriarchal 
home’s seclusion, her first act is to unbind her golden lily feet; 
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and again when, having entered the Revolutionary Army and 
learnt to kill, she marches to her first battle — one of a troop of 
delicately nurtured girls — through a mountain pass in danger and 
darkness, and suddenly, breaking a night-long silence, they sing 
together joyfully and meet the sunrise. 

GORDON BOTTOMLEY. 

13th February 1943. 
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INTRODUCTION 


In the quarter of a century preceding the present war, China 
underwent many changes. ‘Blue sea became the mulberry woods, 
and mulberry woods the blue sea,’ such is an ancient Chinese 
saying, and modern China can be likened to it. At the beginning 
of this quarter of a century the Chinese woman still concealed 
herself in her boudoir, and confined herself to needlework and 
embroidery, cooking and washing, and sometimes painting and 
composing poetry. Parents still retained their claim, like that of 
Egeus to Hermia: ‘To you your father should be as a god; one 
that compos’d your beauties; yea and one to whom you are but 
as a form in wax by him imprinted; and within his power to leave 
the figure, or disfigure it.’ Politically, China had just destroyed a 
monarchic system, and was without a valid new regime. New 
doctrines were pouring in to fill the gap and many political groups 
were growing in the country. 

To build a new social and political system needed tremendous 
struggles on the part of young China. The age-old custom of 
marriage by the parents’ will, for instance, had to be reformed. The 
big family system had to be modified. The Manchu Dynasty had 
been overthrown, but the war lords, remnants of the Manchu 
generals and their subordinates, still ruled in many parts of the 
country. The Second Revolution of 1926 had scarcely succeeded 
. when the two revolutionary parties split. Civil war continued for 
fen more years, until the reconciliation between the Kuomintang 
and the Communists. 

China had a conservative tradition which had lived several 
thousand years. In the last century it had held firm against the 
introduction of new ideas. Only during this quarter of a century 
did it beat a real retreat, and at the end of the twenty-five years a 
new China was born. The nightmare of painful family and political 
tragedies was over, and China, strong and united, was fighting an 
enemy from outside. In the new China the big family system has 
almost entirely disappeared in the towns, and is gradually vanishing 
from the country. Women walk in the streets without shyness. 
There are women doctors, lawyers, scientists, teachers, professors, 
explorers, secretaries, party representatives, factory managers and 
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Government ministers. Women work at the front and behind the 
enemy lines. They become nurses and guerrilla fighters. Twenty- 
five years is a short time in history. But the history of China 
experienced its most vigorous changes in those twenty-five years, 
changes which were wrought with tears and blood. - 

The spirit of this vigorous quarter of a century is expressed in 
Hsieh Ping-ying*s autobiography. The authoresses life symbolises 
the struggle of young China. She was a woman. She arose from 
the great tide of Time. She fought against her mother^s authority 
at home. She fought the war lords in the field. When the unfor- 
tunate split between the Kuomintang and the Communists came 
to. a head, she was persecuted by the Kuomintang authorities, 
arrested, set free. She returned to her native home of Shin-Fa in 
the still backward mountainous region of Hunan — only to find her 
obstinate mother waiting there to marry her off to an appointed 
husbandl The whole story follows in these pages. 

The authoress was too young to take part in the ‘New Cultural 
Movement* in 1919. She started to write for the public after the 
Second Revolution in 1926. Her reputation ranks as high as the 
two other well-known women writers, Hsieh Ping Hsin and Ting 
Ling. Her style is easy and pleasant, and her first war corre- 
spondence, written to ‘that long-bearded old man. Sun Fu-yuan, 
editor of the Central Daily NewSy was a great sensation at the time 
of its publication. It was written in the intervening hours of military 
marching, often ‘under the pea-like little flame of an oil lamp,* 
when she was a soldier in the Second Revolution of 1926. The 
correspondence was translated into English by Lin Yu-t*ang, under 
the title Letters of a Chinese Amazony and has since been translated 
into other languages. The original of my translation, entitled The 
Autobiography of a Female Soldiery was first published in 1936, 
and to conform with the text I have given the translation the 
present title. The second and third parts of this book were written 
in 1930. After escaping from her mother*s grip, and to avoid 
political pressure, the authoress went to Japan, where two leading 
Chinese writers, Lu Shun and Kuo Mo-jo, had also taken refuge 
for political reasons. She studied in Japan, but her residence was 
ransacked by the Tokyo police, and a manuscript containing about 
thirty thousand words of her ‘University Life* was carried away 
and never re-written. ‘I have this peculiar characteristic,* once 
remarked the authoress, ‘whatever I write, I try to finish all at 
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once. If my manuscript becomes lost, however, I would find it easier 
to climb up to the sky than to write the contents again.’ When 
she returned to Shanghai some time later she fell ill, and could not 
continue to write her autobiography. Soon she went to Nanning, 
in Kuangsi province, to become a teacher, and it was not until 
1936 that she could find time to complete the present volume in 
her native town of Shin-Fa. In the same year she published 
another book called The Wind of HunaUy her native province. 

In making the translation it has been necessary to cut a few 
passages which, owing to the difference* in national customs, 
could not interest Western readers. The two languages are so 
remote from each other that such omissions are generally permitted. 
With these few cuts, the translation is strictly faithful to the text. 
For the convenience of readers 1 have written a short account of 
the tendency and development of the modern Chinese political 
and literary backgrounds before which Hsieh Ping-ying’s auto- 
biography stands. 

######### 

The adoption by Chinese writers of the spoken language, known 
as the Pat Hua style, to replace the ancient classic style, took place * 
a matter of centuries ago. But the official recognition of its status 
by the literati is a recent affair. It was not until after the ‘Literary 
Revolution’ of 1918 that the Ministry of Education approved the 
use of Pai Hua literature in school text-books. The growth of the 
classic style had had its background, which was in the past: A 
new background needs new methods of expression, and only the 
.living language can express the new spirit in modern Chinese 
civilisation, which has been greatly modified by the introduction 
of Western ways and thought. 

The translation of Western literature began in the T’ang 
, Dynasty (a.d. 618-907), when the Bible was rendered into 
Chinese but was little noticed. In the sixteenth century books of 
science were translated into Chinese, but still none but a few 
experts made any use of them. But after the end of the last century 
European literary and philosophical works began to be translated, 
and the venerated Lin Shu became the ‘Prince of Translators.’ 

It is not surprising that this Lin Shu was a first-class man of letters 
at the end of the last century, but it is amazing that he, as a 
translator, knew nothing of foreign languages. Yet with the help of 
certain assistants he wrote Chinese versions of one hundred and fifty 
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English, American, French, Russian, Greek, Norwegian, Belgian, 
Swedish, Spanish and Japanese works as modern Chinese classics. 

The 'translation of foreign works into Chinese served as a 
prelude to the ‘Literary Revolution* of a later time. But Lin 
Shu was a diehard. He objected to the adoption of the Pai 
Hua style in literature, and his rebuff of Tsai Yuan-p*ei, a 
leading figure in the Pai Hua movement, is famous. ‘You have,* he 
wrote to Tsai, ‘overthrown the doctrines of Confucius and Mencius, 
and the morality of human relationships.* Lin Shu*s indignation 
was in vain, however, for Time has justified the course of Tsai. 

The adoption of the spoken language in Chinese literature was 
not a new thing. The style of the Confucian classics was the Pai 
Hua of Confucian times. It had outlived its time. By the period of 
the Six Dynasties (third to sixth centuries a.d.) the translation of 
the Buddhist sutras demanded the use of the living language of 
the fourth and fifth centuries. This instigated a new development, 
which slowly grew into the writing of novels and drama of a much 
later time. The movement did not conquer, but co-existed with, 
the influence of the Confucian classics. The living language had 
again undergone changes, ana a new Pai Hua movement had to be 
started. 

The ‘New Cultural Movement* was a big thing in modern 
Chinese history, because it formally inaugurated the Western 
spirit and the new style of expression in Chinese life and literature. 
A peculiar division of thought had arisen in conformity with the 
division of ideals. The Confucianists were in favour of Yuan Shih- 
K*ai*s Monarchy in 1915-16, and the war lords in Peking often 
declared themselves patrons of Confucianism, while sympathisers 
of the Revolutionaries advocated new movements. The unfortunate 
association of Confucianism with the reactionaries, which was not 
the fault of the great doctrine, did, however, quicken its collapse. 
In 1919, when, at the Paris Conference, Chinese diplomats failed 
to secure the restoration by Japan of the Chinese rights in 
Shantung, a proof of the weakness of the Peking Government, 
the Chinese realised that Confucianism could not save the 
nation from disaster in modern times. A new spirit had to be 
created and new methods tried. 

The famous ‘New Cultural Movement* was now launched, under 
the leadership of Hu Shih and Ch*en Tu-hsiu, of whom the latter 
has since become a Communist leader. Two important magazines 
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were published by them and their followers, The Renaissance 
(Hsin Ch’ao) and New Youth (Hsin Ch’ing Nien). (For these and 
other titles of Chinese magazines and societies I give my own 
English translations, and apologise for any discrepancies between 
them and the English titles they may have already adopted for 
themselves unknown to me.) In an article entitled ‘On Literary 
Revolution,' which appeared in the second volume of the fifth 
number of The Renaissanrey Ch'en declared his ‘three great 
principles': 

The overthrow of the painted, flattering literature of the 
aristocracy, and the establishment of the plain, ‘lyric' 
literature of the people. 

The overthrow of the decadent, ostentatious literature of 
classicism, and the establishment ot the fresh and sincere 
literature of realism. 

The overthrow of the pedantic and difficult literature of the 
hermits, and the building up of the clear and popular 
literature of society. 

Political and literary movements went hand in hand. Peking 
students, supervised by the Revolutionary elements, organised the 
Students' Union, which soon extended its branches to most of the 
schools, colleges and universities throughout the country. The old 
Chinese tradition allowed sexual equality, and sometimes woman's 
ascendancy, at home, but women seldom exercised any direct 
infiuence upon social or political affairs. As long ago as the end of 
the last century women were studying in the public schools. Now, 
in the new movements, women joined the students' unions, dis- 
cussed theoretical problems and worked together with the men 
students. They became partisans. They took part in social reform. 
This was an historical departure. 

The contributors to The Renaissance and New Youth wrote 
in the spoken language (Pai Hua), and so great was their influence 
that editors of the literary supplements of many Chinese daily 
papers began to adopt this style in deference to the demands of 
their readers. More than four hundred Pai Hua periodicals sprang 
up at the same time. Several of them were of great service in 
forwarding the new movement; these were: the Literary Supple- 
ment of the Peking Morning Post (Ch'en Pao Fu K'an); The 
Awakening (Chiao Wu), the literary supplement of the Shanghai 
Republic Daily News; The Lamp of Knowledge (Hsiao Teng), the 
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literary supplement of the Shanghai Contemporary Affairs; 
Weekly Review (Mei Chou P’ing Lun); Construction (Chien She); 
Liberation and Reconstruction (Chieh Fang Yu Kai Chao), and 
Young China (Shao Nien Chung Kuo). The Pai Hua style was 
also ado|)ted by two large magazines, published by the Commercial 
Press, called The Eastern Miscellany (Tung Fang Tsa Chih) and 
Short Story Magazine. The latter, the contributors to which were 
mostly members of the Society of Literary Research, has had great 
influence on the development of contemporary Chinese literature. 

Personal friendships, taste and ‘points of view^ divided and 
grouped the elements of the new literary movements, and there 
were three or four main schools of writers at this period. The 
Society of Literary Research maintained the principle of ‘art for 
life’s sake,’ and its writers, typically, for instance Yeh Shao-chun 
and Luo Hua-sheng (the late Professor Hsu Ti-shan), wrote 
about the life of the Chinese everyman: schoolmasters, doctors, 
shop assistants, etc. They also translated from foreign writings, 
chiefly nineteenth-century Russian. Others of their members 
included Mao Ten (Shen Yen-ping), Wang T’ung-chao and 
Cheng Chen-tuo, the editor of the Short Story Magazine^ to which 
S. 1. Hsiung was one of the regular contributors. In affinity with 
the Literary Researchers were the two brothers Lu Shun and 
Chou Tso-jen, who were the founders of the Society and Magazine 
of the Fibre of Speech (Yu Ssu), to which Lin Yu-t’ang was once 
a chief contributor. The other important school was that of the 
Creation Society, whose membership included Kuo Mo-jo, Yu 
Ta-fu, Chang Tzu-p’ing, a sensualist, Ch’eng Fang-wu and T’ien 
Han, a popular playwright. These were mostly returned students 
from Japan, and for their advocacy of the principle of ‘art for 
art’s sake’ are sometimes called the ‘Romantic School.’ Their 
romanticism was soon to have a sharp change, as will be described 
below. Yet another group of writers centred around the magazine 
Contemporary Critic {Contemporary Review^ Hsien Tai P^ing Lun), 
and included such contributors as Hu Shih and Hsu CWh-mo, 
the poet. 

The teeming Literary Movement with its colourful growth was 
constantly undergoing changes. Like the pre-historic cosmos, the 
beautiful and animated surface of the globe soon experienced a 
sweeping deluge, which rose and receded, leaving a newer and 
richer generation to grow on the old soil. Such a sweeping deluge 
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was the Second Revolution, which started in 1926. Many authors 
and many periodicals of the anti-Classic stage of the ‘Literary 
Revolution^ then disappeared for ever. But new writers and new 
magazines of a different spirit sprang up. An anti-imperialistic 
stage of ‘Revolutionary Literature’ came into being. 

Politically, Northern China was still held by the reactionary 
war lords and politicians. Peking, the centre of the anti-Classic 
Movement and of intellectual activity, was inevitably involved in 
this political atmosphere and became stagnant, in comparison with 
Canton, the base of the Second Revolution. The Peking literature 
remained orthodox, symbolised by the important Literary Supple- 
ment of the Morning Posty edited since October 1925 by the poet 
Hsu Chih-mo. His contributors included the respectable old 
writer Liang Ch’i-ch’ao and most of the established poets and 
novelists, playwrights and essayists of the period of the ‘New 
Cultural Movement.’ The two leading writers of the Society of the 
Fibre of Speech, Lu Shu and Chou Tso-jen, however, were 
excluded, and there was some rivalry between Hsu Chich-mo’s 
Supplement and the Literary Supplement of the Peking PresSy edited 
by ‘that long-bearded old man. Sun Fu-yuan,’ who was still in Peking 
prior to taking up the editorship of the Central Daily News in a 
southern province. It was at this period that many of the short 
stories on which Lu Shun’s fame rests were being written. A fellow 
contributor of Lu Shun was the prominent contemporary writer, 
Shen Tsung-wen. But as he was always ‘independent,’ he was 
included in the list of Hsu Chih-mo’s friends. ‘New writers, such 
as Shen Tsung-wen, ... for instance, will surely give us brand 
new work to appreciate,’ said the poet-editor. 

In the South great events were happening. The Revolutionary 
Forces, under the command of Chiang ICai-shek, were smashing 
their way northwards in the summer of 1936. The tyrannic rule of 
the war lords in the North had to be smashed. China was to rise, 
free, healthy and new, in body and spirit, in thought and manners! 
The sun of joy was rising for the groaning masses. The imagination 
of the young soared high. The evils of the world would disappear 
overnight like melting snow, and the paradise of a brilliant China 
would suddenly appear! Not so. The pure and brave hearts of 
the youth of China, who had devoted their energy and life to the 
new cause, were to be disillusioned for more than ten years. 
Nanking and Wuhan had split, and so had the two revolutionary 
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parties, Kuomintang and Communists. China was not yet to be 
united, not until 1936. 

The year 1926, between the moment when the Revolutionary 
generals took their vow and marched their forces northwards and 
the split between Kuomintang and Communists, was an epic 
period of joy and ecstasy. It soon faded, like the golden shades of 
the setting sun, and our authoress, Hsieh Ping-ying, herself a 
soldier at that time, wrote this reminiscence two years afterwards: 
‘O this day two years ago! It makes me sad to reflect. A hundred 
and fifty healthy young men and women sang boldly, marching 
forward on the highway of the Hsiang-Yueh district, marching 
forward to catch the real meaning of life. There were this same 
violent wind and pouring rain, but we did not feel hardships. We 
felt only that to-morrow it would be a warm, mild and sunny day; 
glorious sun shining. Before us would be the bright road, the 
lovely gardens!* 

Revolution was then a romantic, rosy affair in the mind of youth, 
and this was no wonder, for one of the earliest pioneers of the left 
‘Revolutionary Literature* movement was Kuo Mo-jo, the leader of 
the Romantic school. Kuo Mo-jo is himself symbolic of the liter- 
ature of our great changing epoch. He was at first a medical student 
in Japan, a keen anatomist, but he later returned to China to 
become a leader of the romantic literary movement. His own style 
was passionate, and he translated into Chinese the works of Byron, 
Shelley, Goethe, and Nietzsche, as well as Tolstoy. As early as May 
1923, however, he wrote an article entitled ‘Our New Literature 
Movement,* in which he said: ‘The bourgeois tradition has a deep 
and strong root-hold in the nature of both the leaders and the 
supporters of the Pai Hua Literary Revolution launched four or 
five years ago. . . . This evil growth must be extirpated, root and 
branch.* But this Kuo Mo-jo, who condemned the ‘bourgeois 
tradition,* escaped to Japan during the great persecution of the 
Communists after 1928, and lived a leisurely life writing on the 
esoteric subject of the ancient Chinese symbols of three or four 
thousand years ago. When the present war started he returned 
from Japan and took a leading part in Chinese information and 
propaganda work. 

As has been pointed out, bourgeois romanticism has nowhere 
expressed itself so well as in the early works of Kuo and his 
colleagues, one of whom, in fact, found it necessary to reconcile it 
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explicitly with the theory of revolutionary literature. This was 
Ch’eng Fang-wu, who, in his article ‘Revolutionary Literature and 
its Permanent Nature,* published in May 1926, advised the use of 
^both ‘the artistic method* and ‘the revolutionary emotion* in 
writing. It was not until 1928 that the Society of Creation writers 
began to adopt a clearer line. In an article called ‘How to Build a 
Revolutionary Movement,* by a new member, Li Ch*u-li, which 
was published in the second number of Cultural Criticism (Wen 
Hua P*i P*an), the dchnition was made: ‘The Revolutionary 
Literature is naturally, and must of necessity be, the Proletarian 
Literature.* 

Whatever reasons could be advanced by the statesmen and 
politicians, the civil wars between the Revolutionaries themselves 
were a sorrow to the hearts of the great masses. The death of five 
young Left writers, including Jou Shih, a follower of Lu Shun, 
and Hu Yeh-P’ing, husband of Ting Ling, on February 7, 1931, 
was gloomy news to everybody without interest in party politics. 
Lu Shun, the great satirist, was now converted to the Left belief, 
and in August of the same year he gave a warning to the Left 
writers wavering under Government pressure. ‘There is a funda- 
mental weakness,* he said, ‘which is apt to conceal itself behind 
the nature of some “Revolutionary Literature** writers. To them 
“Revolution** and “Literature** are two boats, precariously held 
to one another. On each of the two boats the author puts a foot. 
While circumstances are easier, he leans his weight on the boat 
of “Revolution** and is apparently a Revolutionist. If the pressure 
. on the Revolution grows, he leans his weight on the other boat, 
and is merely a Literary Man.* On another occasion he warned 
the young Left writers that Revolution is not that ‘Romantic 
programme imagined by many poets.* It must be wrought by 
painstaking work, and sometimes with blood. He had frequently 
to mention the example of the Russian poet Esenin, who shouted 
‘Bravo, the heavenly and earthly Revolution!* but on finding no 
romance in the success of the Russian Revolution, took his life in 
disappointment. The Chinese members of the Southern Society 
(Nan She), concluded Lu Shun, once fought the Manchu Court 
with ardour, but were soon disillusioned on seeing the completion 
of the Republican Revolution in 1911. They found no golden and 
purple paradise on earth, which once they thought would appear 
as soon as the Court was overthrown; 
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The formation of the ‘League of Chinese Left Writers* at 
Shanghai, in May 1930, brought the Left Literature Movement 
to its peak. Among the most important publications of the League 
were the monthly, Germination (Meng Ya), edited by the ‘con- 
verted* Lu Shun, and The Pioneer (Tuo Huang Che), edited by 
Chiang Kuang-t*zu, formerly editor of the Left monthly magazine 
The Sun (T*ai Yang). The famous young authoress Ting Ling 
published independently a magazine called The Plough (Pei Tou). 
In this, too, Chinese translations of many of the new Russian 
writings were published, giving much influence to such young 
authors as Chang T*ien-i and T’ien Chun. 

The invasion of Manchuria by Japan in 1931 was a timely 
warning to China, torn by internal dissension. The blow was very 
effective because it came like a thunderclap. Controversies which 
once sounded noble and important now seemed noisy in the 
unbiased ears of the masses. Four large provinces had been lost 
to Japan, and Northern China was entirely open to the Japanese 
advance. The densely populated valleys of the Yellow and 
Yangtze Rivers were flooded. Thousands of people were homeless. 
Civil war continued. Freedom of speech was suppressed. Public 
enthusiasm for the anti-imperialist feeling had faded away, and 
writers alternated in their allegiance to the Left and Right camps, 
the members of which were constantly changing sides. Many 
writers were in jail and some had accepted martyrdom. Numbers 
of the Chinese Left writers, like the members of their Soviet in 
Juichin, the red capital, began to adopt ‘guerrilla tactics.* They 
published books and magazines at irregular intervals and in various 
places, and took every opportunity to strike a blow at their enemy. 
The time between 1931 and 1936 when, to our joy, the two revolu- 
tionary parties became reconciled and China was reunited, was a 
period of bewilderment and depression. 

The Japanese had established a puppet Government in Ch*ang- 
ch*un, the puppet capital of puppet ‘Manchukuo.* We had a moral 
triumph in the League of Nations, where the democratic nations 
refused to recdgnise ‘Manchukuo.* This won our friendly feeling, 
and the anti-foreign spirit inspired by the Second Revolution began 
to wane. It was replaced by an anti-civil war atmosphere, which in- 
creased when, in August 1935, the Communist Party issued a dec- 
laration to the people of China, urging union to check the Japanese 
menace. The belated Kuomintang movement, ‘Three People*s 
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Literature/ designed to counteract the rising Left Literature 
Movement, gained no enthusiastic sympathy from the public. 

Many groups of writers, however, were active in this period, 
and, for the sake of convenience, we can divide them into three 
schools. The first was ‘The Crescent Moon’ group of writers, in 
some degree a reunion of the contributors to the Literary Supple- 
ment of the old Peking mentioned before. The leading 

figure was still the poet Hsu Chih-mo, and the group was joined 
by Hu Shih. Under the generous and kindly patronage of Hsu 
Chih-mo, young writers like Ch’en Meng-chia, Pien Chih-lin, Sun 
Ta-yu and the late Fang Wei-teh sprang to fame. In an article, ‘The 
Attitude of the Crescent Moon,’ published in the first number of 
their monthly. The Crescent Moon^ in March 1928, they announced 
their support of the two principles of the Health and Dignity of 
Literature. They introduced Western classics to Chinese readers. 

A second group of writers came into being as a protest against 
the Government’s suppression of free speech. They were not, 
however, sympathisers with the Left, but took refuge from con- 
troversy in the principles of ‘taste, leisure and humour.’ Chou 
Tso-jen, for instance, was so far from the extreme modern outlook 
that he even maintained that the style of some of the writers of 
the later Ming Period (about the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries) 
was among the best in Chinese literature, and should be followed. 
He had supporters in his friends Yu P’ing-po and Fei Ming (Feng 
Wen-ping), both excellent essayists. Another writer, Shih Chih- 
ts’un, helped to popularise the works of these ancient writers by 
publishing in Shanghai a cheap edition of a large Library of the 
Rare Editions of Chinese Literature. Meanwhile the well-known 
author, Lin Yu-t’ang, was publishing the magazines Analects 
(Lun Yu) and The Ever-Changing World (Jen Chien Shih), in 
order to introduce into contemporary Chinese literature the new 
style of Western journalism. This led to the publication of two 
other very popular magazines. The Wind from the Universe (Yu 
Chou Feng) and World Affairs (T’ien Hsia Shih). 

Thirdly, there were the rival groups of writers round about the 
two magazines Contemporary Era (Hsien Tai) and Literature (Wen 
Hsueh). These were the successors to that prominent periodical 
The Short Story Magazine^ which stopped publication in 1932 
when the Commercial Press, its publisher, was bombed by 
the Japanese troops in Shanghai, and its storehouse destroyed. 
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Contemporary Era was published by Shih Chih-ts’un in May 
1932, when he declared ‘the personal point of view of the editor 
is to set the standard of contributions/ This was perhaps a protest 
against the political controversies loudly spoken at that time. 
Important writers in this magazine included the poet Tai Wang- 
shu. Literature^ published in July 1923, aimed, as stated by the 
editors, not to create ‘any current thought, doctrine or party in 
the literary field.* Both Contemporary Era and Literature encouraged 
the art of writing, but the latter expressed the tendency of the 
‘new Realism,* a spirit once manifest in the works of members of 
the Society of Literary Research. ‘We believe,* wrote they, 
‘everyone is the child of the times. Anyone*s work, if it be a 
sincere and honest expression, and if it be the record of true 
impressions of life, reflects a section of the times. It is therefore 
an “imprint** worth preserving.* The editors of Literature en- 
couraged new writers. Young writers like Ai Wu, Shah Ting, 
Tsang K*e-chia, Tuan-mu Hung-liang, etc., acquired their fame 
through contributing to this magazine. 

Mr. Wyndham Lewis once said of contemporary English litera- 
ture that most writers are ‘Left* at present. This remark can also 
be applied to contemporary Chinese literature. The important 
Short Story Magazine once showed a ‘Left* tendency shortly 
before it closed. Writers like Mao Ten and Hsieh Ping-ying, our 
authoress, belonged to no political group, but in writing and 
activity they can be described as ‘progressive.* They showed 
‘Left * sympathy. With a ^ew exceptions Chinese authors have 
been compelled to open their eyes. The Japanese menace, civil 
wars, floods and economic bankruptcy in town and country could 
not easily escape their attention. The wild fire was burning, and 
the bushes in which nightingales nested were scorched. Mao Ten*s 
Twilight, written in 1933, reflected the economic panic in Shanghai. 
Frontier City, written by Shen Ts*ung-wen in 1934, revealed the 
background of poverty among the peasants of Hunan. In 1932 
Ting Ling published her novel Water, giving a picture of the great 
floods of the Yellow and Yan^ze Rivers. These works all show 
the spirit of what the Chinese call ‘the new realism.* 

The reconciliation between Kuomintang and Communists in 
1936, on the eve of the national war, was also the emancipation 
of the national spirit. Romanticist or realist, bourgeois or prole- 
tariat, Right or Left partisan now made no difference. They were 
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but the surges of the sea. They returned to the sea. They were the 
symbols of changing China. They would come and go, but the 
nation must be saved. 

When Japanese bombs and shells destroyed great Chinese towns 
in the march of their troops, Chinese writers, like the Byzantine 
scholars, drifted westwards to bring a ‘renaissance* to the interior. 
Some writers volunteered to work in the Army. Others travelled 
into the country, at the front or behind the battle zones, to teach 
and organise the peasants to rise and fight for their fatherland. 
Under the leadership of the Crescent Moon poet, Pien Chih-lin, 
a group of poets, dramatists and novelists travelled in the provincial 
borders of Shansi, Hopei and Honan, where the fiercest battles 
were being fought between the guerrillas and the Japanese forces. 
The ‘All-national Consolation Group* was an organisation of all 
parties, of which Lao She, a well-known novelist of the Society of 
Literary Research, was a member. Kuo Mo-jo, leader of the Society 
of Creation, took an official position on the propaganda side. 
Ting Ling organised the ‘Service Group of the North-Western 
Front,* which works with the Eighth Route Army. For educational 
purposes she has revived the interesting ‘big-drum singing,* an 
art once practised by professional minstrels, whose chanting of 
narrative poems was accompanied by lute playing and rhythmic 
drum-beating. Volumes of poems have been published to be read 
or chanted at the village meetings and in the intervals of theatrical 
performances, and are called by the Chinese ‘Declamatory Poetry.* 
One of the most popular of these poems tells of the glorious 
battle of the P*ing Hsing Pass, in which 3000 Japanese troops 
Vere annihilated by the brave men of the Eighth Route Army 
in the autumn of 1937. The war-time drama is also mainly for 
educational purposes. Dialogue and plot are simple and, owing 
to the material difficulties in the countryside, artistic performance 
can only be a secondary consideration. Hundreds of actors and 
actresses have gone to the front, or are with the guerrillas behind 
the enemy lines. They use very simple stage equipment: some- 
times an oblong piece of ground fenced in with a linen sheet fixed 
on stakes forms the ‘theatre.* The following plays — ^the contents of 
which can be imagined from their titles-^— are extremely successful 
and popular: Defence of Lukouch^iao, Final Victory ^ Arrest of 
Traitors^ Aid Our Mobile Units, Solidarity, On the Firing Line, 
Dream of Peiping, Japanese Moustache, At the Cross-roads, etc. 
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Since the war began in the Far East some original works haVe 
been written in English by well-known Chinese authors, besides 
translations from Chinese works. S. 1 . Hsiung has written Pro- 
fessor from Peking, a play produced at the Malvern Festival in 
1939, and The Bridge of Heaven, a novel. Lin Yu-t’ang has written 
the two novels, Moment in Peking and A Leaf in the Storm. 
These works explain the historical background of modern China 
in the making. Modem Chinese literature is much indebted to 
the English, for most of the Chinese students learn to read English 
literary works, and most Chinese translations of foreign works 
were indirectly from the English. This will serve as a cultural 
bond between our nations. 

A new kind of narrative writing called ‘Reportage,’ is a typical 
product of war-time. Under the friendly eye of our censorship, 
soldiers are allowed to publish their literary works recording 
personal experiences without divulging military information. 
Thus authentic knowledge, tme emotion and the arduous 
fighting spirit in the Army are producing good works, and works 
which no casual observer from outside, nor even an imaginative 
and experienced writer, can imitate. Among such genuine works 
is one by a new writer, I Feng, With the Army in the Hsu Yu Zone, 
a beautifully written story of the thrilling Army life in China. 

The war has thus opened the eyes of our authors. It has driven 
them from the coastal towns into the remote West, where dwells 
the grandeur of Chinese scenery: giant mountains, rushing rivers 
in deep gorges, unfamiliar flowers and trees, strange birds and 
beasts. It has introduced them to a wider range of society, to real 
acquaintance with the great masses. It has given them various 
chances of understanding human life, of learning new hardships 
and ecstasies. Indeed, even if many authors have temporarily 
thrown aside their cultured language and chosen to use a simpler 
one for the benefit of their less educated readers, the literary 
language is thus enlarged, rather than diminished, by the wide 
adoption of rich and lively expression. This alone may initiate a 
new Golden Epoch in our literature, when a calmer situation 
shall allow Chinese authors to breathe in peace and write in 
comparative leisure. 

1943 - 


TSUI CHI. 



Part One 


MY CHILDHOOD 

Chapter I 

WHAT MY GRANDMOTHER TOLD ME 

The early days of autumn seemed to be even hotter than the 
hottest days of summer, although a tender breeze came incess- 
antly from the courtyard through the broken paper lattice windows. 
The little girl, Phoenix Treasure — ^which is my milk name — ^was 
covered all over with perspiration. Earlier in the day I had been 
severely beaten by my mother with a stick, and even now there 
were distinct marks on all parts of my back. In the pale, soft 
moonlight my face must have appeared very pale and sorrowful. 

Suddenly I started to sob again and eventually broke out into 
loud howling. 

‘My little Treasure, do not cry again. If your mother hears 
you, she will come and beat you once more.^ 

My grandmother, by using threats and soft words, tried to 
make me good and happy. 

‘I — I am not afraid of being beaten. Why doesn’t she beat me 
to death?’ 

My voice was very loud, in order to provoke my mother. She 
was in the next room but she pretended that she did not hear me. 

‘My Treasure, you mustn’t be naughty any more. You must 
know that your mother has suffered all kinds of difficulties on 
account of you. Remember when you once swallowed a piece of 
money which stuck in your throat and would neither go down nor 
come up. You appeared to be almost dead, and for a while your 
eyes were rolled backwards showing nothing but the whites, and 
water came tricWing from your mouth. Your mother was nearly 
frightened to death. She had actually to tramp over a high mountain, 
which is a journey of twenty It [three It equals one mile], to get 
a. doctor. She was almost crazy. She knelt down before the doctor 
and said, “If you can only save my poor child, I am quite willing 

as 
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to give my life for her.” Later on the coin went down, and she was 
afraid that the copper would be absorbed into your blood and 
poison you. So she sent a special messenger to the city of Pao- 
Ching to buy a special kind of herb to cure you. Every time you 
went to stool she examined it very carefully to see if the coin 
was there. 

‘Another time you climbed to the top of the house to get at the 
nests of the swallows, and you fell down, breaking your head. 
You stopped breathing for a long time and became cold, remain- 
ing unconscious for a long period. Your mother cried incessantly. 
Sending for the doctor on one hand, she also knelt before the 
Goddess of Mercy and asked for some holy water to cure you. 
She said, “ If my Phoenix Treasure is destined to suffer some 
calamities, please let them fall upon me instead, for I would 
willingly take them all. If only you protect her and make her 
healthy and lively, please take my life instead, or let all the 
calamities fall on me.” These incidents you should really remem- 
ber.’ 

I stopped crying and listened intently to what my grandmother 
was telling me. 

‘Alas, my Treasure!’ she sighed and continued, ‘you are really 
too naughty. I do not know what to make of you. Even in the 
very first months after your mother conceived you, whatever she 
ate made her sick. Even when she drank only a drop of water or 
ate a single green pea, she would be sick. She had headache and 
stomach ache. During the last two or three months she felt so 
miserable that she thought of committing suicide. But when she 
realised that she had three boys and another daughter besides 
you, all of whom she had to bring up, she thought better of it 
and carried on. 

‘When the time came for you to enter into the world, it was a 
matter of life and death for her. She began her labour two days 
before and could not rise from her bed. Ap^rt from the fact that 
she ‘could not eat any rice, not even a drop of water passed her 
lips. She rolled and tossed on her bed for two days, and then 
your little head began to make its appearance. I thought the baby 
would now be delivered at once, and full of expectation I was 
awaiting your arrival. But would you have jhought that after a 
whole day and a whole night, all that could be seen was still only 
the little tuft of black hair on the top of your head! Your mother 
could carry on no longer and your father was not at home. I was 
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the only one at her side and I dare not leave her for a moment, 
so what could I do? Later on your sixth great-aunt brought a 
midwife. Ah, when I remember the midwife, I feel furious. Your 
mother had had four children before you, and never once were 
we bothered with a midwife, and never had the labour lasted more 
than an hour when the baby was delivered. Who .would have 
thought that this time, after so long a period of labour, you would 
still be undelivered! What do you think the midwife said to me? 
“There is no hope, you had better prepare the coffin.*’ The beast, 
she was cruel to say such horrible things. “But the baby must 
be born at any cost . . . ,V your sixth great-aunt said. “You must 
save the mother. If you have to sacrifice the baby, it doesn’t 
matter.” 

T felt hopeless. Your mother, who was always self-possessed, 
said to me through her sobs, “Mother, please pray to the holy 
god of the Sacred South Mountain. If the baby should be a boy 
I will send him on a pilgrimage to the holy god when he reaches 
the age of sixteen; and should it be a girl, then I will take her 
personally to the Great Mountain when she reaches the age of 
twenty.” 

‘When I heard what she said I knelt down and prayed earnestly 
promising this sacred pilgrimage. Let god be praised, for at 
daybreak on the third day you were born crying. You had a very 
loud voice which had probably disturbed all the people in the 
neighbourhood. Your little eyes were like two brilliant lamps and 
you could roll them very rapidly. You shook your little fist§ and 
kicked incessantly. Your sixth great-aunt sighed and said, “What 
a pity that this is a girl. Had it been a boy I am sure he would 
have become a great official. Look at the quick-moving eyes.” 

‘Your mother did not approve of her words and said: “What 
difference does it make whether it is a boy or a girl: they are the 
same to me.” So you should know that your mother, although 
having suffered so much for your sake, loved you the instant you 
were born. My Treasure, from henceforth you must not annoy 
her, ^d you must remember her sufferings and her agonies for 
you.’ 

Though I was only six years of age I was quite intelligent, and 
could understand all my grandmother said. In my little mind I 
could picture to myself the sufferings my mother underwent when 
she gave me life. But curiously enough there was in my mind at 
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the same time a deep impression of my mother beating me very 
severely on that same day. Above all, my little brain was working 
very quickly, and I had a suspicion that the remark attributed to 
my sixth great-aunt about sacrificing the life of the baby had 
really been made by my grandmother herself. But I knew my 
grandmother loved me very dearly and I had no intention of 
quarrelling with her. Above all, my life had not been sacrificed. 

*A — Ahem! Since my mother loved me so devotedly, why should 
she beat me so severely? Are children not human beings? Should 
they not be allowed to think for themselves? Should they bow 
down to every little whim of the grown-ups?* These thoughts 
would keep coming in my mind. 

Yes, I confess I was a very naughty child. I constantly caused 
my mother to be angry. But she was a dominating person, who 
could control quite a lot of the people around her. It was said 
that she could even control all the people, male and female, old 
and young, indeed everybody in my native village of Hsieh-To-San. 
But she could not control me — a little monster full of mischiefi 
This was the only thing which annoyed her. Sometimes she was 
so desperate about me that she would say to my father, ‘Please 
take her away from me for ever. This child does not belong to 
me.* Or she would say, ‘Let us marry her off as early as possible 
and it will be a good riddance,* and so when I was only three 
years of age I was affianced to the son of one of my father*s friends. 
When I was still a little baby in my mother’s arms, my future was 
determined by the arrangements of other people. 



Chapter 11 


MY FAMILY 

My father was an only child, and he was born in most poor cir- 
cumstances into the family of a farm labourer. This was what my 
grandmother told me about her marriage to my grandfather: 

‘Although my family was poor before I married your grand- 
father, your family was even poorer than mine. Even if there had 
been sufficient rice to eat, I do not think there was more than 
one bowl to put it in.’ 

•‘What do you mean. Grandma?’ I asked. 

‘Well, let me tell you. Your great-grandfather had six sons, and 
your grandfather was the second. When your great-grandfather 
died, he bequeathed to each of his sons a very small portion of 
rice, one bench and one bowl, and that was the entire inheritance 
which your grandfather received. So you see that your grandfather 
had not more than one bowl to put the rice in. What could we 
have done if I had married your grandfather then?’ 

‘You could have bought another bowl.’ 

‘Yes, in a way. Your grandfather was an honest and diligent 
labourer at the farm, so his master was very kind to him. He 
earned a little money, and saved it all, so not only could he buy 
another bowl, but he was able to have enough money to marry 
me eventually. When I first married into your family I had to 
weave cloth and do all kinds of hard jobs for other people in order 
to earn our living. By and by we began to buy farm implements for 
ourselves, and from his former master your grandfather borrowed 
a little money to buy an ox. From henceforth we leased a few 
acres of land to plough and till. Alas, talking about ploughing 
and tilling I cannot forget the boyhood of your father. When he 
was only seven or eight years of age he gained an immense love 
of reading. Every day when he went to look after the cow he 
always took books with him. The moment he arrived in the open 
field he sat down and started to read, not caring whether the cow 
went astray and ate^ other people’s wheat or cabbage or beans. 
He would not have cared even if the heavens fell. 
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‘One day when he was reading the ox strayed, and he went crying 
in the fields all the evening, not daring to come home. When 
a neighbour found the ox for him and sent it back, your grand- 
father was very pleased and did not punish the boy for nearly losing 
so valuable an animal. He could see the boy was not born to be 
a cow-herd but a bookworm, so he decided to send him to school. 
He said that if your father were diligent in his studies he might 
even enter him for the State Examinations later on. When your 
father heard these words he was almost crazy with delight. He 
studied in the daytime and also at night. When there was no 
moon he would light a pine twig and hold it in his hand. 
Sometimes he was so absorbed in his book that he got his fingers 
scorched and burnt and would never notice. 

‘In the year of Shin-Chiu (1901) he went to the capital of the Pr.o- . 
vince to attend his examination. He had no decent clothes for 
the occasion, and I had to give him my worn and ragged under- 
clothes for him to wear beneath the new gown which I had made 
for him. Your grandfather had to carry the luggage for him, and 
in the inn where they stayed the inn-keeper thought your grand- 
father was your father’s servant and would not even speak to him. 
Later on, when your father was successful in the examination and 
became a “Raised Persortality,” nobody thought that the baggage 
porter was the honourable father of a “Raised Personality!” ’ 

I knew quite a number of stories about my father. When 
Viceroy Chang Chih-Tung established the Academy of Hunan 
and Hupeh, he went there to study. His thoughts after that were 
moulded entirely on those of Confucius and Mencius, and he 
liked to study the works of the Sung Dynasty scholars. He main- 
tained that a wise and sagacious person should keep himself aloof 
from entanglements, and he kept away from politics all his life. 
During the end of the Manchurian period, the Viceroy of Kwantung 
and Kwangsi, Wei Wu-Chwan, recommended six scholars to attend 
a special Imperial examination on the subject of Economics. Five 
of them went, but not my father. He was an ardent advocate of 
the old system, and held that to one’s father and mother one must 
be absolutely obedient. His filial piety to his parents excelled 
that of the Philosopher Tseng. To all other persons he was always 
gentle, humble, respectful and kind, so there was no one who did 
not like to be with him; but to his children, especially in those 
things concerning studies and dealings with other people, his 
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instruction was on the strictest principles, even more so than a 
severe teacher. Otherwise he was very kind to us, and much more 
gentle and loving than our mother. 

It is curious to think that, although he had the most old- 
fashioned brain I have ever known, there were a few new ideas 
which he did not oppose. For instance, when my second elder 
brother was studying English in his middle school days, my father 
encouraged him to pay as much attention to the foreign language 
as to his mother-tongue. He had been for twenty-seven years the 
headmaster of the Shin-Fa Middle School, and had engaged most 
of the masters to teach various scientific subjects, and all these 
men were graduates from modern colleges. Of course, on the 
other hand he was a great supporter of the classical language and 
a protector of the old moral code. So even when I was a tiny 
little girl spending most of my time in my father’s arms, I was 
taught to read classical poetry and essays by old masters. 

As for my mother, she had a very strong personality. She 
was a brave woman and was not afraid of anything in heaven or 
on earth. 

Her mother had no so^s but only three daughters, my mother 
being the eldest, and she was allowed to run the whole household 
at sixteen. After she married my father she became the most pro- 
minent figure in the village of Hsieh-To-San. She was extremely 
clever, and seemed , specially endowed for managing affairs. In 
her mind she followed the old teachings of the ‘three obeys’ and 
the ‘four virtues’ of the model woman. (The ‘three obeys’ are to 
obey your father when you are a girl, to obey your husband when 
yOu are married, and to obey your children when you are a mother. 
The ‘four virtues’ are to be virtuous, to be discreet in your 
speech, to be tidy and to be diligent in your work.) She also had 
the fixed idea that the man is higher than the woman. She held the 
old-fashioned moral code dearer than her own life. In her own 
family and in her dealings with other people she was always the 
one to give the orders, which had to be obeyed. In fact, she was 
nick-named the Mussolini of Hsieh-To-San. All the people in the 
village obeyed and respected her. She also undertook to look after 
the public property of the village. She was a trustworthy person, 
absolutely honest and full of public spirit. In the management of 
the affairs of the village she was simply indispensable. If there was 
a question which could not be decided at the councils of the 
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village, the only thing to do would be to invite my mother to their 
meeting, and ^er a few words from her the question would be 
immediately settled. 

She was born with a resolute, or rather an obstinate, character. 
The people feared her and therefore would do her bidding. As 
she was the dictator of the village, naturally she was an absolute 
tyrant to her family; all her children were her slaves, and had to 
act exactly according to her instructions. Once when my eldest 
brother took his wife to establish a small family in the city of 
Yi Yang, about five hundred li from our village, not having ob- 
tained her consent before their departure, she immediately ordered 
them back, and my elder brother was severely punished by being 
made to kneel on the ground with a large basin of water balanced on 
his head. If he made the slightest movement the water would spill 
out of the basin and my mother would beat him for his negligence. 
It was only after the soft words of many friends to pacify her that 
she at last consented to forgive him. 

My second elder brother was married to a fierce woman who 
had a pair of bound feet, and they did not love each other at all. 
When he wanted to have a divorce, my mother, striking the table, 
scolded him in a loud voice, calling him, ‘You beast! after you 
have read the books of our sages, all you have learned is to suggest 
such a shameful, immoral proceeding! Do you not want to preserve 
the face of our ancestors? If you want to have a divorce, you must 
kill me first. Until I am dead never dare to think of such a dis- 
graceful thing.’ 

My second elder brother knew only too well the determination 
of my mother. If there was a divorce, it was most probable that 
a death would occur in the family, so he had to go on suffering 
until he died by spitting blood. He led a very lonely life, and 
never dared to approach a second woman. 

As for my sister, she was as tame as a mouse. Before her mother 
she dared not even to speak aloud. At eighteen she married a man 
by the name of Liang. Of course the match was of my mother’s 
choice. In the Liang family her husband and her father and 
mother-in-law were very cruel to her, but when she came home 
she pretended she was well treated. She knew that if she acted 
otherwise she would get no sympathy from our mother, who would 
naturally upbraid her for being undutiful as a wife. When we met 
privately in the lavatory she would shed tears before me and tell 
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me all her sufferings. I also heard her cry in her sleep when she 
was staying with me. 

My third elder brother had also to be obedient, but he could 
manage his affairs better, and sometimes even dared to oppose 
our mother’s orders. Sometimes he could contrive a very clever 
plan to get what he wished done. As for myself, I am ashamed to 
confess I was just a rebel. 



Chapter III 


THE GOLDEN DAYS OF MY CHILDHOOD 

I WAS by far my mother’s youngest child because my sister was 
ten years my senior. She married when I was only eight years 
old. Of my three elder brothers, two of them went with my father 
to study in the city of Shin-Fa. Soon my eldest brother became a 
teacher, and they would all come back twice a year. 

The winter and summer vacations were times for the whole 
family to meet. In the early days of the winter every year my 
mother would prepare a lot of dried fish and salted pork in anticipa- 
tion of their happy return. I envy the kind of holiday life which 
my father and brothers enjoyed. Every time we received my 
father’s and elder brothers’ letters saying they would be home on 
such and such a day we would be so happy that we could not 
sleep on the one or two nights before their arrival. My mother 
would cook a splendid meal and make me change into my best 
dress, and she would say, ‘My Treasure, do not soil your new 
clothes. Father will bring you sweets and your elder brothers will 
bring you toys,’ 

It is about ninety li from the city to our home, and there are 
two steep mountains to be crossed. Father used to come home 
in a sedan chair, and there would be a porter carrying the luggage. 
My brothers would be dressed in their short jackets and wearing 
straw sandals. Following father’s sedan chair they had to trot very 
quickly and would be panting all the time. Sometimes my mother 
would take me by the hand and stand outside the door waiting 
for their return. From the late afternoon till about twilight we 
waited, and at last, when we could see the top of the sedan chair 
approaching from the distance, she would say, ‘My Treasure, your 
father has come homel’ 

While my mother went into the house to prepare boiling water 
to make tea, I would run racing with a tiny black dog to greet my 
father half a li from the house. As a rule my father would not be 
in his sedan chair by that time, because about eight li from the 
house he would get down and walk, the reason being that from 
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that -point onwards were the graves of our ancestors, and after 
that the houses where some of our elders were living, and it would 
be contrary to the proprieties if he passed these venerable places 
in a sedan chair. 

‘Father, where are the sweets?* 

Like a little monkey climbing up a tree I would climb up my 
father and hold tight to his shoulder, and the little black dog also 
would wag his small tail and jump up at my father. When my 
second elder brother would try to drive the dog back, striking 
him with a stick, my father would say hurriedly, ‘Don’t drive 
him away, don’t drive him away. He is just like Treasure and only 
wants to welcome us home.’ 

They would all smile. Even the porter who was carrying the 
luggage would grin. But I was not amused and pouted my lips. 
I did not like my father comparing me with a little dog. 

• There were times when I went to greet my father and he would 
carry me home. In the winter he would wrap me in his fur 
coat, fearing that I would catch cold. As soon as we entered the 
house my brothers would give me all the toys they had brought 
with them, and many of them had been made by themselves, such 
as little boxes, stuffed sparrows,* little boats, and penholders. 
Then there were glass bottles of blue ink and glass tubes and 
pipes which they took from the chemical laboratory. The things 
I liked most were the glass test-tubes. In summer I would catch 
fireflies to put in them, and in the dark when they moved about, 
upwards and downwards in the tubes, they looked like golden 
dragons wriggling and sparkling, and were very lovely indeed. 

Father would buy nice things for grandmother to eat, as well 
as buying me some of a special kind of pretty little buns which 
had pepper in them. Mother was always afraid that I would give 
all of them to my playmates, so she always kept them for me, 
only giving me a few at a time. However, I was not to be outdone 
by her. Unknown to her I would get some sweets from my grand- 
mother, and then run out of the house and distribute them among 
my friends. 

For this purpose I had to have a big pocket in my coat, and 
once, finding that one of my coats was not provided with such a 
pocket, I refused to wear it until one was added. Because I was 
so obstinate my mother hit me with a stick, and I had to run away. 
As she had tiny bound feet and could not catch me, she shouted 
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‘Stop!* but instead I ran all the faster, and suddenly I heard her 
fall down into the water of the rice fields. As it took some time for 
her to get out of the muddy water, I took the opportunity to run 
back into the house, asking my elder sister-in-law to save me. Of 
course she could do nothing, and soon my mother came back, 
locked me in a dark room and beat me severely with a stick. It 
was on the night of this occasion that my grandmother told me 
about my mother and, because I was bruised all over, I slept with 
my grandmother that night. 

My father liked to plant flowers, and in our little garden we 
had flowers of all colours and at all seasons, and also fruit trees 
of all kinds, such as oranges, pears, plums, peaches and pipa. 
There were also green bamboos and grey pines. When the roses 
were in full bloom the garden looked very lovely, and the finches 
would come there and sing all day long. I spent many happy days 
in this paradise. 

When my father was at home he would always spend his days 
in the garden, weeding the lawn or watering the plants. At night 
he would teach us to read classical essays and poems, while my 
mother and sisters-in-law would be working at the spinning-wheel. 
Sometimes the gentle sound of the spinning-wheel would linger 
in harmony with the poems which my father was humming, and 
it became a kind of intoxicating music to me. On many such 
occasions I fell asleep in my father’s arms, and on the following 
day when he asked me to recite the poems he had taught me on 
the previous evening, I could not do so and would say blushingly: 

‘Little Treasure was in father’s arms, 

And Little Treasure soon went to sleep.’ 

‘Who taught you to say that poem?’ My father looked angry 
but I knew he was only pretending, and could see a little smile 
just at the corners of his lips. 

‘Little Treasure taught it to herself.’ Saying this I flew away 
like a little sparrow. 

When spring came to our village, lovely grass was all over the 
fields. Red and white flowers bloomed everywhere. Gentle ripples 
whispered in the streams. The birds began to sing their spring 
song incessantly. This was just the time for the farmers to plant 
their rice and for the children to start catching their fish and 
river prawns. In our part of the country it was always drizzling 
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with rain in the spring, and the farmers wore their palm-leaf water- 
proofs and worked with bare feet in the rice fields from morning 
till dark. When I saw people coming home carrying small fish, I 
knew it was time for me to go out and do the same. 

I would act just like the boys, taking off my socks and shoes 
and going out in the rain with a bamboo-leaf waterproof hat on 
my head. My playmates were all very naughty boys, and we went 
wading in the dirty shallow water, trying to catch prawns and 
fish. Sometimes, when the water in the brooks was running too 
rapidly to enable us to catch any fish there, the boys would plan 
to go into the rice fields and steal the farmers’ fish, for the breeding 
of fish is the secondary industry of the farmers in our part of the 
country. But I did not care so much for fish as I did for prawns 
and crabs, neither did I want to be a thief. I also liked field snails, 
but while picking up these things I was often bitten by leeches. 
Whenever I came home crying because of leech bites my mother 
would upbraid me very severely, and she had good reason to do 
so. I would be wet through and covered with mud. 

‘You know you are a girl, why do you mix with those naughty 
little brats?’ 

‘Why cannot a girl go out and play in the fields?’ 

‘She just can’t. She must stay at home!’ 

Then I would have a good thrashing, and my mother’s angry 
voice and my howls would fill the house. 



Chapter IV 


TEA-GIRLS AND SPINNING-MAIDENS 

Because I was so naughty and would not stay at home in the day- 
time but played in the fields, my mother punished me by assigning 
to me a kind of hard labour. Every day after breakfast I had to 
go to the tea-garden to pick tea-leaves. It is about two li from my 
home to the tea-garden and I could not come home for my lunch. 
My mother would send a man to bring me lunch in a little basket. 
My sister-in-law and I, with a number of tea-leaf picking girls, 
worked in the garden all day until dusk. 

I had no experience of tea-leaf picking, and I would pick the 
branches of the tea trees. My sister-in-law was greatly worried 
and said; 

‘Younger sister, you had better go and catch butterflies instead 
of ruining all the tea plants. If your mother knew about this you 
would not get oflF lightly.’ 

‘But I want to pick tea-leaves. Nobody was born to pick tea- 
leaves, One has to learn.’ 

My sister-in-law was rather talkative, but when she was 
working with me I always made it impossible for her to answer 
me back. 

Although my job was to pick tea-leaves, it would be better to 
describe my work as picking flowers. Every time when I was on 
my way home my little basket would be full of wild flowers. When 
I came to the very long span bridge I would throw all the flowers 
over the bridge into the water, to be carried into the Tung-Ting 
Lake. I would say a word of farewell to them: 

‘O flowers, go to the Dragon King whose daughter is soon to 
be a bride and must be decorated properly.’ 

When I was very young, a carpenter who was making furniture 
as part of my sister’s trousseau told me that the Dragon King’s 
daughter was the most beautiful girl in the world, and was still 
unmarried. If the day of her wedding arrived the whole earth 
would be overwhelmed with floods, and all the people on the earth 
would be floating in the water. I would have liked to see the whole 
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earth covered with water, so I was constantly hoping that the 
Dragon King’s daughter would marry very soon. 

Most of the tea-leaf picking girls were what we call ‘child 
daughters-in-law.’ Their life was full of misery. Every day they 
had to pick at least forty or fifty catties of tea-leaves (a catty is 
a little more than a pound), and their wages would be only ten or 
twenty coppers a day, which they had to give to their mothers-in- 
law. If they were found to be keeping any of the money for their 
private use they would be severely punished. Rarely did they have 
a good meal. What they had was either small sweet potatoes or 
very coarse wheat dumplings. Except at the New Year’s Festival, 
they could never hope to taste a slice of meat. They were as thin 
as skeletons, and when they went into the tea-garden they would 
exchange stories of the sufferings their mothers-in-law inflicted on 
them, and their tears would drop on the tea-leaves, glistening 
there like the. dew of the early morning. 

Tf you are suffering from these cruelties, why do you not run 
away?’ 

I said this to a little girl who had bruises all over her. Her name 
was Spring Fragrance. 

‘Escape! How dare I? My mother betrothed me and sent me 
to my mother-in-law, in whose house and in whose hands I must 
die.’ 

She was so sorrowful that I shed tears for her fate. 

‘There is no use crying. You had better hurry on with your 
work. By the end of the day if you haven’t done any work you will 
be punished with a severe thrashing. Why should you?’ 

Another girl, who was slightly older, and whose name was 
Talented Flower, gave her this kind of comfort. . 

‘Alas! my fate is a miserable one! My life is even worse than 
that of the ox or the horse. But if I have suffered so much 
during this existence, I hope I shall have a better fate in my 
next one.’ 

Her eyes were already swollen with crying, and she tried to 
comfort herself in this way. 

From now on I began to realise that there were other sufferings 
besides my own. I felt very sorry and angry at the lot of these 
poor child daughters-in-law, and in the tea-gardens I always 
tried to help them picking tea-leaves instead of doing my own 
work. 
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When dusk came we put away our tea-picking knives and 
benches, and shouldering our tea-baskets we sang this ballad; 

‘During the third moon the tea-leaves are grown; 

Sisters begin to embroider their handkerchiefs. 

On each side they work a tea flower, 

And in the middle a tea-picking boy.’ 

The gentle autumn wind wafted in the subdued fragrance of 
the cassia. Our elder sister the moon was displaying her pure soft 
brilliance. Our playmates the stars were winking at us from the 
sky, and the children were playing in the open, either having a 
race with their own shadows or at blind man’s buff. But I was not 
one of them. Though only eight years of age, I began to tackle the 
work of the grown-ups. 

In the bright moonlight, beside myself and my sister-in-law 
there were two cousins and a girl from the next house, all spinning 
together. 

All the girls in my part of the country were taught to spin cotton 
thread and to make hempen thread and do needlework at the age of 
seven or eight. The poorer girls worked for other people and their 
wages would be two hundred pieces of cash for a catty of cotton 
thread. The quickest spinner could at most do four ounces a 
day, average workers doing no more than two to three ounces. In 
this way their wages actually amounted to two or three coppers a 
day. I was spinning on my own and for myself, and so it did not 
matter how much I could do. My mother said: 

‘You do as much as you can at first. If the cotton raised by 
ourselves is not sufficient for you to spin, we can buy some more 
from the market at Nan-Tien.’ 

‘No, I don’t like spinning. I cannot possibly wear so much cloth.’ 

‘You cannot wear all of it now, but you must prepare for your 
trousseau. If you spin very diligently it will enable you to send 
twenty cases of dresses to your future mother-in-law’s home. 
What a good showing that will be!’ 

Though I knew at that time that I had been betrothed when I 
was still at my mother’s breast, I could not understand what it 
meant, and had no idea of its absurdity. When I heard what my 
mother said I became happy and went on cheerily with my spin- 
ning. In the bright moonlight the work seemed to be rather 
enjoyable, but in winter time, when we were doing it indoors, it 
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was not so good. For instance, in order to save light we had to 
spin by the fire. Then the atmosphere and the dim light made us 
miserable, and we did not have enough exercise to warm ourselves. 

The weather in autumn was invariably good and the moonlight 
seemed to be specially pure and brilliant. Then grandmother would 
tell us stories, such as the love story of the Cow Herd and the 
Weaving Maid, the story of the Goddess of Heaven, and so on. 
Sometimes we became so interested in the stories that we stopped 
our spinning to listen, and we would ask her, ‘And then what 
happened?’ 

‘What happened? Well, all the lazy-bones stopped work^g.’ 

This unexpected conclusion made up by my grandmother made 
us all laugh. 

The gentle sound of the spinning-wheel in the quiet and far- 
advanced night sounded very much like the notes of the lute 
coming from an empty mountain valley, and as the soft breeze 
wafted the fragrance of the cassia to us we felt intoxicated. 



Chapter V 


MY FIRST SUFFERING 

My mother began to hear things against me from outside. It was 
said that as I was growing up and my feet were still unbound it 
was most probable that my future mother-in-law would refuse to 
accept me. Moreover, it was scandalous to see a girl mixing with 
boys and playing at making mud pies, throwing stones and playing 
at commanders and soldiers. They maintained that, according to 
the proprieties of ancient times, children after four years of age 
must be separated, and boys and girls should not occupy the same 
table, and that my mother, being a well-educated woman, should 
realise the importance of these rules. 

My mother had left me alone. She knew that her own small feet 
were bound too tight, so that it was very inconvenient for her to 
walk. My elder sister’s feet were likewise bound .very small. 
Though they looked very nice, she could not walk more than two 
steps without having to support herself by holding on to the wall. 
Indeed, my poor sister was no better than an invalid. My 
mother had decided to delay the binding of my feet so that I could 
walk better than my elder sister. In the meantime, however, she 
thought that if she did not start to bind my feet now, my bones 
would become hardened and there would be no likelihood that I 
would ever be able to have small feet. According to the custom of 
my country, girls with big feet would not be welcomed by those 
looking for daughters-in-law, and anybody who saw such a girl 
would exclaim: ‘Her mother must have died when the girl was 
young. With a pair of feet as big as palm-leaf fans it is really 
ugly.’ 

When my mother wanted me to make a pair of small shoes to 
be put in front of the altar of the Goddess of Mercy I did not 
realise what this was for. 

‘My Treasure, to-day I am going to bind your feet. You go and 
kneel down before the Goddess of Mercy so that she will bless you 
and make you to have a pair of small feet.’ 

Holding incense sticks in her hand and burning silver-paper 
ingots, she asked me to kneel down. 
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I don^t want to bind my feet/ I said, and dare not go near her. 
Two tear-drops as big as peas fell from my eyes. In my mind I 
began to fear that suffering was waiting for me. 

‘Come quickly, .come quickly! The Goddess of Mercy will 
relieve your pains.’ 

She came over and dragged me to kneel down on the ground. 

Alas, everything had been carefully prepared, ri. pair of small 
shoes embroidered with tvo plum flowers, and two long pieces of 
cloth about three inches wide, the sight of which made me shudder, 
were placed before me. I'hough this pair of shoes was made of 
vermilion silk, had very thin soles and was very pretty indeed, I 
did not like it. Evidently mother had made this pair of shoes 
behind my back, because I had not seen her making it. 

‘Mother, it will be very painful. I won't be able to walk. Please 
do not do it to me,’ I pleaded in tears and full of fear. 

‘I must bind your feet because I love you. If 1 do not bind 
your feet I shall not be doing the right thing by you. You must 
realise that a girl with huge feet will never be accepted by a 
husband.’ 

When my mother said this she sipped some water, which was 
said to be holy water and supposed to have been given to her by 
the Goddess of Mercy. Then she blew it out on to my feet and 
started to bind them. Of course I began to howl and struggle. 

‘Oh, Mother, I am dying of pain! I had rather never marry all 
my life than have my feet bound!’ 

‘You little wretch, what is the use of howling and struggling? 

I will bind your feet the tighter for that.’ 

While she was binding my feet I kicked as hard as I could, 
and with my hands I tried to snatch away the cloths and to throw 
the shoes away. My mother .was very angry and called out to my 
sister-in-law to take hold of my hands. Putting my right foot 
under her seat, so that I could not kick with it, my mother held 
my left foot very tightly and made a very good job of it. I, like 
a condemned prisoner who was going to be beheaded, shouted 
and howled, hoping to get people in the neighbourhood to come 
to my rescue. My sixth grand-aunt came, and the moment she 
entered our house she said: 

‘My Little Treasure, do not cry. After you have bound your 
feet I will carry you on my back to see the monkey show.’ 

I felt that all the grown-ups were hard-hearted, for not one of 
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them had any sympathy for me, and my heartrending cries were 
of no avail. Alas, they were all like my mother, no better than 
executioners. 

When I had put my new vermilion shoes on, not only my 
feet but my whole body felt rigid and numb. My mother planted 
me on the ground to try whether I could walk. I felt as if the 
bones of my feet were broken and I cried and fell down on the 
ground. 

From henceforth I spent most of my days sitting by the fire 
spinning. Sometimes I could manage to walk very slowly in the 
hall. It seemed as though my feet were fettered, and to walk was 
very difficult. The days of enjoying beautiful flowers and of 
catching fish and prawns would never come to me again. 

On the day of the Flower Festival, when I was still asleep in 
my bed, my mother pierced a hole in the lobes of my ears. The 
pain awakened me from my dreams, and I found two pieces of 
red thread looped in my ears. 

‘Well, of the three important things, I have done two of them 
for you,’ my mother said very triumphantly. 

What she thought to be the three important things for a girl 
were first to bind her feet, second, to pierce her ears, and third, 
to marry her off. 

‘Yes. There only remains one thing to do, and that is to kill 
me,’ was my angry reply to her, which resulted in my having a 
severe scolding. 

When my elder sister was married, my mother borrowed a lot 
of money to give her daughter a good trousseau. She engaged 
embroiderers to make sixteen pairs of lovely coverlets for her. 
There were seventy-two people to carry her furniture to her new 
home, and there were also eight big cases of dresses, shoes and 
stockings, every one of which had been embroidered. 

My elder sister had started to embroider when she was only 
eight, and she seldom left her room, but worked all the time, and 
when she was eighteen she was married. In her tiny room, from 
six o’clock in the morning until six o’clock in the evening, she 
did nothing but embroider. In the evenings she had to spin. My 
poor elder sister, even when she was very weary and panting, 
would not dare to say anything about it to her mother. All she 
did was to sigh in secret. 

Of course my mother wished that I would be like my elder 
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sister, doing a lot of embroidery work, so that by the time I 
married my trousseau would be very attractive. But I said to her: 
‘I don’t want any of these things. All I want is to study.’ 

‘Oh, a girl wanting to study? Really, the heavens will fall and 
the earth crumble! To study is the work of your elder brothers. 
You were born to be confined to your boudoir. Just think, what is 
the use of a woman who has studied? You know that there is no 
State Examination for women candidates.’ 

Though she opposed me in my request to study, it eventually 
turned out that I was to be allowed to go to the school. 



Chapter VI 


THE VILLAGE PRIVATE SCHOOL 

My native village was in an out-of-the-way, backward district, 
surrounded by peak after peak of mountains. A little river flowed 
by, and its ripples produced a melodious music all the year round. 
In the spring, when I opened my window I could see lovely blue 
sky, green mountains and beautiful flowers and trees, and now and 
again I could see birds flying here and there. Indeed, this was a 
closed-in village, with delightful mountains and a pleasant river, 
quite like a land of immortals. 

There were about two hundred people in the village. The chief 
industry of the men was farming, while the rest were coal-miners. 
Shin-Fa was a coal-producing district of China, and the lead mine 
in our mountain was famous for its lead production. 

The coal-miners spent their lives underground, in the day-time 
as well as at night. Not only was their skin blackened by the coal, 
but also the insides of their nostrils, their ears and their mouths, 
so that their sweat, their tears and their saliva were also black. 
The gentry of this village looked down on these people and gave 
them the name of ‘Black Insides.’ 

And in our village all the women’s feet were the famous three- 
inch-long ‘ golden lilies.’ The poorer ones were generally sent 
away to be child daughters-in-law. Even the better off ones were 
married at fifteen or sixteen. Their daily work, besides looking 
after their houses, cooking, washing, mending, and bringing up 
children, was to help their husbands in digging, weeding and 
planting. But they were not allowed to go into the coal-mines 
because it was said that the coal-miners did not wear anything in 
the mines, so these were a forbidden quarter for the women. 

All the girls in this village naturally would never dream of 
going to school. Though there was a private school only half a li 
from my home it was specially for boys, and the girls were not 
allowed to pass its threshold. 

When I was only five years old I had begun to read. My father 
was a classical scholar— he has written more than thirty books — ^ 
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SO whenever he came home for the winter or summer holidays 
from his school he would teach me to read poetry. 

I must confess that altlyugh I could recite these poems very 
fluently, I did not really learn all the words, and I could not 
possibly understand what they meant. It was much more like 
repeating nursery rhymes, such as ‘The bright, bright moon,' 
after my grandnaother, when I repeated the poems af^er my father. 
At eight I could recite most of the poems of The Three Hundred 
Verses of the Tang Poetryy and The Poems by Girl Students of the 
Shey Garden, After that the words I learnt began to increase, and 
my mother taught me to read The Proper Rules for Bringing up a 
Daughter y the Biographies of Distinguished Women and the Women's 
Classics, Strange to relate I couldn't understand why I never liked 
these books. When my mother taught me these things I felt they 
were dry and meaningless. 

I began to ask my mother to send me to the private school, but she 
said girls need not go to school. If they could read many words and 
learn many stories of the Distinguished WomeUy if they could keep 
books and read title-deeds, that would be quite enough. Evidently 
she was hoping I would make a very good housekeeper, but I had 
a different ambition. After my repeated requests, she at last 
consented to send me to the private school when I was ten years 
of age. I never thought that a girl's ambition to study would meet 
with so many obstacles. Not only was the teacher reluctant to 
accept me as his pupil, but also those people who had nothing 
to do with us or the teacher protested against it. 

In my native village they had never seen a girl going to school, 
and what was worse was that I was to enter a school for boys. 
My greatest enemy was a woman with a snub nose who had the 
nickname of ‘Sharp-mouthed Grandma.' She was well known in 
the village as a cattish woman. Her only son was studying in that 
private school, and so when she heard that I was going to it she 
went out everywhere spreading tales about me. She said that if 
girls were allowed to go to the same schools as boys, then the 
wisdom of the boys would be stolen by the girls, and the boys 
would become stupid dolts. Then she condemned my mother as 
being ignorant of the proprieties. She said that girls and boys 
should be separated was well known by everybody; how could it 
be allowed for me, a nearly grown-up girl, to go to the boys' 
school? Although people were sympathetic to her, all they could 
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do was to talk behind my mother’s back. They were so afraid of 
my mother that none of them dared to approach her to stop me 
from going to the school. The ‘Sharp-^jpouthed Grandma’ was the 
bravest of all. She said she was afraid of nobody, so she came to 
see my mother and asked her not to send me to the school. She 
suggested that my mother should engage an elderly teacher to 
teach me in my home. She would rather see the school disbanded 
than see me go into it. 

This was all to the good because my mother was of a very 
perverse nature. At first she had not been quite keen on sending 
me to the school, but after this interview she was more determined 
than anyone to send me there immediately. Having upbraided the 
‘Sharp-mouthed Grandma’ very severely, she took the necessary 
stationery, together with incense sticks and silver-paper ingots 
which were to be used to worship Confucius, and took me to the 
school at once. As the teacher knew that my mother was the most 
authoritative person in Hsieh-To-San, he dared not say half a word 
about refusing me, though in his heart of hearts he was not at all 
willing to take me. He told my mother that he was greatly honoured 
to have a girl student. 

After I had knelt down four times to the picture of Confucius, 
then twice before my teacher, which was the indispensable cere- 
mony at the entrance of a new student, I was initiated into the 
school. 

My teacher was a very short-sighted man. He had to press his 
nose almost on the book when he was reading. If the book hap- 
pened to be printed in small type, such as the Book of Confucius 
and the Book of Mencius^ he had to rub his nose incessantly on 
the book. A most repellent thing about him was that he was a 
very dirty man as well, and his book was stained with saliva from 
his mouth and drops from his nose. Nor were the students’ books 
free from such pollution. Sometimes when he realised that it was 
too much, he would wipe the wetted books with his sleeves. But 
such good intentions were not appreciated by his students, and 
he was nicknamed by them ‘The Filthy Blind One.’ 

His bed was in our classroom, and his bedclothes were as bldck 
as if they had come from the coal-mine. His bed was never in 
order, and sometimes a repugnant smell would assail our nostrils 
and make us nearly sick. We used to say among ourselves that he 
ought to have a bath becau^ we thought he had never had one 
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since his mother bathed him as a child, but we never dared to say 
this to his face, which was always a horror to us. 

As I was a girl, so my seat was in front of the forty odd boys. 
My desk was nearest to that of the teacher, so every morning 
when the boys had to recite their lesson of yesterday they had to 
stand in front of me. Whenever a boy had any difficulty with his 
recitations I would oblige him by giving him a little help, which, 
though making me very popular with the boys, caused me some 
very severe scoldings from the teacher. 

During the first year I finished eight books of Girls* Readers^ a 
book of Women* s Four-character Classics, and I secretly learnt 
half a book of Familiar Quotations and the Book of Confucius. 
Not that I could understand the meaning of any of these books at 
that time, because the teacher never explained the books to us, 
•but I learnt like a parrot. The teacher praised me very much to 
my mother for my wisdom, but he immediately followed the words 
with a deep sigh. 

‘What a pity she is so naughty!’ 

Naturally my mother was not very pleased with this, but she 
said nothing. She hoped that if I should play truant or did not 
like to study, she would have a very good excuse for stopping me 
from going to the school. 

I loathed this teacher more than the boys did, because in general 
a girl is used to being more tidy than a boy. For instance, their 
books were often very dirty, while I always tried to keep mine in 
a new condition. Besides the vermilion marks made upon them 
by the teacher’s brush, I wanted to see no trace of a stain of any 
kind in my books. The great pity was that every time I had to 
hand my book to the teacher, he would leave some personal 
marks from his nose or mouth upon it. 

‘Please, teacher, please ask the doctor to look at your nose first 
before you give me my lesson.’ Once I was so bold as to make 
this suggestion to him. 

‘What are you saying?’ He looked up and roared at me. 

I was frightened, but all my schoolmates started to laugh. 

One evening in the early sununer, when a heavy shower was 
just over as our lesson was finished and he was going out, I 
planned to do some mischief as a revenge for his having dirtied 
my new book. After the rain everything was running with water, 
and there were big pools here and there in the street. In the open 
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fields there were several places where the water was as deep as in 
the rice fields. My schoolmates were playing at sailing boats on 
the water by using bamboo leaves as sails. Some of them were 
catching prawns and little fish, and they were all very happy. As 
they were all busily engaged in their own pursuits I was preparing 
to do some mischief. 

Just before we went home the teacher was punishing one*of the 
students by beating the palms of his hands, and all the other boys 
were kept in to see the punishment. I stole away and got a tray 
of sawdust, spreading it on the surface of a pool of water in the 
middle of the road leading from the back door of the school. I 
then went back to the school and replaced the tray. Very soon the 
students were dismissed and all began to go home. The teacher 
locked the door of the schoolroom and was on his way out by the 
back door to see his old mistress. 

‘Ah, the road is so wet, and I forgot about my waterproof shoes,* 
he exclaimed when he was returning to his room. 

‘You needn’t put on waterproof shoes, teacher, because some- 
one has already spread sawdust on the road,’ a Very nice boy said 
to the teacher. 

‘Well, then, I needn’t trouble to put on my waterproof shoes.’ 
So he started out again. Suddenly with a big splash he walked 
into a pool of water. As he was walking very rapidly, the dirty 
water splashed all over him. 

‘Who was the little devil who spread the sawdust on the ground? 
Come backj, come back, all of youl’ He was exceedingly angry, 
and was roaring and almost in tears. The students had to come 
back, and nobody knew who was the guilty person. It was a very 
funny sight to see the teacher with muddy water all over him. 
Soon the children saw the comic side of the matter, and began to 
giggle. 

‘Who did this? I must know who did this!’ he shouted at us. 
None of the students knew who had done it. They looked at each 
other with suspicion, and I was the only one who had no doubt 
in my mind. 

After he had examined everybody my turn came at last. 

‘Miss Phoenix, it must be you who did it. You are the naughtiest 
pupil in this school. None of the others would dare to do this.’ 
He wiped his face and stared at me. 

‘You are joking, teacher. If the boys dare not do this, how 



MY CHILDHOOD 


51 

would I dare to do it? You said I was naughty, but you have no 
proof against me,’ I made a very strong protest in order to make 
him realise that he had wronged me. 

‘When I was punishing Fu-Pan, I do not think you were here,’ 
said the teacher. This must just have been his suspicion, for I do 
not think he really observed my absence. Nevertheless, I preferred 
to be difcreet. 

‘No, I was not here, but I had a reason.’ I tried to look very 
annoyed and stared at him. 

‘Tell me where you were,’ 

‘No, i won’t.’ 

‘Then it was you! Or else you would say where you were.’ 

‘I cannot tell you because it is not nice to say it.’ 

‘Then I will punish you.’ 

. I saw he was in earnest. 

‘Well, if you must know, 1 went to the lavatory.’ And I pretended 
I was almost in tears. 

All the students tried their best to suppress their laughter, and 
the teacher was more embarrassed than any one of us. 

‘All right, we will talk about that to-morrow.’ 

So we were at last dismissed. 

. On our way home we were all guessing who had done this. 
Most of them were very pleased with the result, but one of them 
said: 

‘But it was a shame, because his only garment was soiled.’ 

Another boy joined in: ‘The garment doesn’t matter very much. 
It is a real shame to keep his mistress waiting longer than she 
should.’ 

We all enjoyed the joke. But the unfortunate boy who had 
advised the teacher not to put on his waterproof shoes was 
severely scolded by the teacher the next day. Though it was plain 
that he did not do it, the teacher was angry with him. 



Chapter VII 


MY UNSUCCESSFUL ATTEMPT AT SUICIDE 

During that winter a letter came from my eldest brother in 
Changsha to my mother, in which he said about me: 

‘My younger sister Phoenix is very talented and should be 
given a thorough education. Next spring I think it would be a 
good idea to send her to the Da Tung Girls" School for further 
studies, so as to lay the foundation for entrance to a girl teachers" 
school. During the past few years girls have been encouraged to 
come out of their corners and many girls" schools have been 
established. As our family is well known for its fragrant odour of 
books, I hope my kind mother will not keep my younger sister 
at home only because she is a girl." 

I was very grateful to my eldest brother. I really do not know 
why he was so good to me. My future was full of hope. I was so 
happy that I did not sleep at all that night, but was thinking of 
the time when I should go into Da Tung Girls" School. I would 
study very hard and hoped to read more books than my elder 
brothers had done. I kept on thinking about this. 

At that time my father, my second elder brother and my third 
elder brother were all away from home. My elder sister had just 
had a baby and was very busy. She wanted to get a nurse for the 
baby but was not allowed to do so. 

T must go to the Da Tung Girls" School to study in the spring," 

I said to my mother. 

‘What is the use of your studying any more? A girl who has 
read as many books as you already have done has done quite 
enough. You are not a man. What sort of use can you make of 
these books?" 

My mother paid very little heed to what I said and gave me 
this disappointing reply. 

‘Has not my elder brother written to you asking you to send 
me to the Da Tung Girls’ School?" I asked her in a very sweet 
voice. 

‘What does he know about this? A mother can take care of her , 
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daughter and does not want other people’s advice. From next 
year you will have to start to do embroidery, and I must try to 
bind your feet a little bit smaller. If I marry you off as you are 
now people will say that I did not bring you up properly.’ 

‘But Mother, I want to study, as my brothers have done. I 
don’t want to do embroidery. Why won’t you allow me to study 
like^ my brothers? Am I not a human being just like them?’ 

‘Nonsense! What do you know about human beings? After boys 
have studied they can become Government officials. You are a 
girl who can only be a dutiful wife and a good mother, looking 
after your parents-in-law and the affairs of your family. What 
possible need is there for you to study?’ 

At that time I could not say why I should go and study, neither 
could I argue with my mother about the equality of boys and girls, 
and certainly I could not tell her that a girl, after having studied, 
could do a lot of good in the world. I only knew that I wanted to 
study. I wanted to acquire new knowledge, just as I liked to have 
my meals and clothes. I could not understand why a girl was 
bound to be nothing but a wife, to give birth to children for her 
husband and to be badly treated by her parents-in-law, just as 
was happening to my elder sister. 

Tear-drops as big as green peas fell from my eyes and I was 
trembling all over. I never thought my mother could be so 
cruel to me. Her expression was so fierce that I dreaded to look 
at her. 

‘Above all, you are a very bad girl,’ said my mother, with an 
angry look at me. ‘You are worse than any of the boys, and are 
well known as the naughtiest student in your school. Severe as 
your teacher is, he cannot control you at all. If you go on studying 
you may break your way into the heavens!’ 

From henceforth I was not allowed to bring up the question of 
my studies any more. I knew my mother would never compromise, 
so the only way for me was to wait until the return of my father. 
Then perhaps there would be some hope. But my father was a 
very hen-pecked husband; to whatever his wife said he was obliged 
to consent. Therefore the question of my continuing my studies 
seemed indeed hopeless. 

Spring came, and everything on the earth was breaking into 
new life again. But I was preparing to embark upon the road of 
death. At first both my father and my grandmother tried to put it 
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very nicely to my mother that I should continue my schooling for 
another half year, but my mother flatly refused. Then my elder 
sister, my sister-in-law and my aunt also said nice things for me. 
Still she refused. When I realised that there was no further hope 
for me, I determined to commit suicide. 

In our village, as far as I knew, there were only the following 
ways of committing suicide: 

1. Hanging; 

2. Drowning; 

3. Swallowing matches; 

4. Eating opium; 

5. Swallowing a gold ring ; and 

6. Cutting throat with a knife. 

A child is always a child. Though he may determine to commit 
suicide, he is still afraid of pain. This may be comic, but it is a 
fact. 

Each day when I was thinking of committing suicide I examined 
these different ways very carefully. 

Now first, I remembered seeing a relative who died by hanging 
herself. Her tongue fell out and her expression was so horrible 
that I had to discard the idea immediately. 

The second way was by throwing myself into the river. But 
realising that my stomach would be full of water and swollen as 
big as a drum, and that I would be picked out of the water by 
some man who would take off all my clothes in trying to get the 
water out of me, I decided not to do this. At that time I thought 
a girl’s naked body must not be seen by any man. 

The third way was the matches, which have a very repugnant 
smell to me. 

The fourth way was also impracticable, because I could not 
get hold of any opium. 

As for the fifth way, I had no gold ring, and to be truthful even 
if I had one I would not dare to swallow it because I could never 
forget the pain I had when I swallowed the piece of coin. 

The sixth way was by throat-cutting. If the cut was not deep 
enough to end my life, the pain would be unbearable, and if they 
got a good surgeon to cure me it would be worse. 

At last I determined to starve mys(#f^ and I stayed in my bed 
determined to die of hunger. 

I stayed in bed two days and all the family thought that I was 
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ill. My mother immediately sent for the doctor, who was no other 
than my teacher, and he said I had no disease at all. 

When my elder sister saw that I was shedding tears and not 
eating anything she was greatly worried and constantly came to 
my bedside trying to comfort me. 

‘My good younger sister, what is the matter with you? If there 
is anything l ean do for you I will.* 

‘Nobody could do anything for me!’ My tears flowed incessantly. 

‘Tell me what it is.* 

‘I . . . I . . . want ... to continue my studies.* When I had said 
these few words my elder sister also cried. She already had her 
own difficulties, and now she heard of mine she was heart-broken. 

My mother must have known that all I wanted was to go on 
studying, so she would not look at me. This made me more deter- 
mined than every to end my life. 

‘If my mother really loved her daughter, why should she not 
consent to allow me to study when she realised that I was going 
to die?* 

I began to have doubts about my mother’s love for me. But 
on the third day she yielded because she feared that I was really 
going to die. She made it a condition, however, that I must be a 
very good girl at home for two years before she would send me to 
school. During this period of preparation if I acted in the right 
way, then I should have my wish. Otherwise she would marry me 
off very soon. 

With this slight ray of hope my life was saved. 



Part Two 


MY SCHOOLDAYS 
Chapter VIII 
MY FIRST SCHOOL 

During these two years of preparation I tried my best to be a 
model girl. I hope I am not vain when I say that' I was very 
successful in this. At least the result was very satisfactory, even to 
my mother, who was very difficult to please*. When I was twelve, 
true to her promise, she sent me to the Da Tung Girls’ School. 

This is an elementary school, and quite different from my old 
private school in my own village. When I first crossed the threshold 
of the school and saw many lively girls playing^ with india-rubber 
balls, jumping, or playing at other games, I almost thought I had 
entered into Heaven. I was almost crazy with delight, and my 
heart was full of an unutterable happiness. Alas, though I was so 
happy spiritually, I suffered a severe drawback physically. My 
tightly bound feet would not allow me to do the things the other 
girls did. As part of the conditions my mother had imposed upon 
me had been that I was not to be allowed to go to school unless I 
had my feet tightly bound, what could I do? In this school, of 
course, there were many other little girls who were suffering in 
the same way as I was, and some very kind-hearted schoolmates, 
who were happily disposed in regard to their own feet, tried their 
best to persuade us to discard our bandages. I had consented to 
bind my feet only with the intention of gettlffg into the school. 
Now that I was there, I began to think of going back on my 
promise. Very soon I began to feel that it was a great disgrace to 
have a pair of ‘golden lilies, V so at last, in spite of misgivings, I 
gradually took away all the binding cloths, and my feet began to 
enjoy freedom. After I had done this I went out into the courtyard 
with bare feet one day when it was raining very hard. It was a very 
exciting sensation to let one’s natural feet get into touch with the 
good earth — a pleasure which I had not known for many years. 

56 
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In this school there were two teachers who came from Changsha. 
In this small country town those who had been! to the capital of 
the province were regarded by us as having seen the world. From 
schoolmates I learned that both of them were widows. One of them 
was Mrs. Chiang, who was even more desolate because she had no 
children. They both treated us like their own children and we 
were very fond of them and called them ‘Teacher Chiang* and 
‘Teacher Chow.* Indeed, they were more kind to us than our own 
mothers. They encouraged us to study more diligently, and told us 
not to bind our feet. 

Our life here was very happy. Many of our schoolmates we felt 
were even dearer to us than sisters. If there was anything which 
we did not understand, the younger ones would ask the older 
ones and the new-comers would ask the old-timers to explain. 
After our classes we generally went to the Chung-Cha Mountain 
or to the San-Chi Bridge to play. We were indeed a group of happy 
little angels, playing and laughing all the time, knowing nothing 
of the troubles and sorrows of the world. 

Then a little trouble suddenly started, breaking up this un- 
eventful and happy life. Mr. Chung, who taught us drawing, and 
Teacher Chiang, whom we loved so dearly before, were obliged to 
leave us. It happened like this. Mr. Chung was a young man with 
a disposition as gentle as a woman. When he was lecturing, or in 
conversation, he never spoke with a loud voice. A charming smile 
was always on his lips, and he liked to play with the children, 
considering all the students as his younger sisters. Therefore the 
students took a special liking to him, not regarding him as a 
formidable teacher but rather as a dear friend. 

One day Teacher Chiang called us elder students to the class- 
room and warned us not to hold conversations with the male 
teachers, and said that in the classroom we must be more dignified 
and our eyes must not leave our text-books to glance left or right. 

She added: , 

‘Mr. Chung is very young and likes to smile. It is not very 
convenient for us to have a teacher like that in a girls* school. 
You are all “yellow flower** girls (unmarried girls) and should be 
very strict and careful in heeding the rules of propriety. To 
have too advanced an idea will not do at all!* 

This was a bombshell! We all thought that her words were most 
insulting. The whole school rose against her. Within three days 
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the trouble was known all over the city, as if the sky had fallen 
and the earth quaked. 

We were a group of innocent little children. We knew nothing 
of the evil there was in the world. On the following day after this 
lecture, the first lesson in the morning was on natural science with 
Mr. Chung as the teacher. We sat before him in a very dignified 
manner and not a sound could be heard in the classroom. 

‘Take out your books,* said Mr. Chung with his usual smile. 

None of us said or did anything. He did not observe the change, 
and opened his own text-book. 

‘To what species does cabbage belong, and what kind of flower, 
has it? Min Kon, you answer me.* 

Min Kon was my school name, given to me by my father. 
Following my name of Phoenix, this new name means ‘Singing 
on the Hill.* 

I gave no answer. 

‘What, you do not know? Yun Sin, can you answer me?* 

Yun Sin, following my lead, neither answered nor looked at 
him. 

‘What is the matter with you? Have you all become dumb?* he 
said puzzled, but still with his charming smile. 

‘Please, teacher,* said Ho Sin, our leader. We all admired the 
courage of this schoolmate of ours, and our eyes were upon her. 
‘It is not because we have become dumb, but we have a very good 
reason for not answering you.* 

‘What is that?* There was a change of colour in his face. 

‘It is a very long story,* said Ho Sin, ‘but I can put it very 
briefly to you. Simply because Teacher Chiang does not allow us 
to speak with you, we dare not answer your questions for fear she 
will suspect us of conducting ourselves contrary to the rules of 
propriety. I hope you understand our difficulty.* 

‘All right, I will resign. I am not qualified to be your teacher.* 
His face was red with rage. He took his text-book and went away 
in great anger. 

Teacher Chiang, pretending that she did not know what was 
the matter, came to ask us why Mr. Chung had left the classroom 
before the bell had rung. 

‘You had better go afid ask him,* some of us answered her. 

She had to go to Mr. Chung and ask him to come back to his 
class, but she added that it would be better if he could suppress 
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his smiles because all his students were young girls, and it would 
not look nice if other people saw them smiling at each other. 

‘Not to smile! What has that to do with my teaching?* Mr. 
Chung was in a great temper. ‘I was born with a smile, and I 
smile at anybody or anything. Even when I see a dog or a pig 
I cannot pull a long face. I smile at flowers and trees, birds 
and beasts. What harm is there in a smile? Do you consider a 
smile as dangerous as a poisonous snake or a fierce tiger?* 

Mr. Chung handed in his resignation. All the students of the 
other classes joined us. They all said Mr. Chung was a very good 
teacher and we must have him back. The headmaster asked us to 
send two representatives from each class to see Mr. Chung and 
entreat him to come back. On the third day after this Mr. Chung 
did come back to the school. We thought he was coming back for 
good, but it was only for a farewell address^ 

‘Oh, my schoolmates,* he said in a dignified voice, and he 
succeeded in suppressing his usual smile. His face was very pale 
and he looked very angry. The auditorium was packed, for all the 
students, even those who were not quite well, came to listen to 
him. 

‘I have come here to say a word of farewell. As I am too angry 
to say much, I will only give you this advice. We are now working 
under very difficult circumstances. I only hope that you will be 
very diligent in your studies, so that you may become very useful 
in future and will be able to reform the present society and do 
away with all bad influence. You are all intelligent persons, just 
the same as boys. Why should you suffer because of the old moral 
code? You came to the school hoping to improve your knowledge. 
But what can you learn if you have to be treated like this? If you 
are not allowed to speak freely to your teacher you have lost your 
freedom of speech. If you are not allowed to smile or converse, 
what can I say about it? I hope you will take this incident as a 
severe lesson to you. You must rise against the imposition of the 
old moral code upon you and struggle to obtain freedom. 

‘As for myself, because of the present circumstances I cannot 
stay here but am leaving to-morrow. Until fundamental changes 
take place here I am not coming back. Farewell, my students. I 
pray that you will have a bright future and that you will struggle 
on to obtain your freedom!’ 

When we heard that he was going, we all trembled. With tears 
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in our eyes we saw him walk away, and soon he was gone, Alas, 
our kind, helpful Mr. Chung was no more with us. We, like the 
peaches and plums in the orchard, had suddenly lost the spring 
wind* We, like a group of gentle lambs, had suddenly lost our 
leader and were waiting at the cross-roads. We looked longingly 
here and there and we cried: 

‘Our dear teacher, when are you coming back to us?* 

This little trouble did not end here. The boys* school heard of 
it and they also went on strike, asking the headmaster to get Mr. 
Chung back, as he was also their teacher for natural science and 
drawing. Of course, we girls were on strike already, and we 
demanded that the authorities should do something to restore our 
good name, which we considered had been damaged by Teacher 
Chiang*s insinuations. A demand was made that unless Teacher 
Chiang was dismissed we would all go back to our homes. 

/ This went on fo? some time, and at last Teacher Chiang, 
asking for sick leave, left us. We were not pleased with the out- 
come because she was not dismissed but went away of her own 
accord, and the school authorities were not pleased because they 
thought we were too rebellious. 

After resuming our classes for two weeks, the school decided 
to have the examinations earlier, and as soon as they were finished 
we were sent home earlier than usual for the summer holiday. 



Chapter IX 


MORE SCHOOLS AND MORE TROUBLES 

Autumn came, and the time for school arrived again. 

When my mother saw that my tiny bound feet had become 
large, flat, ugly things she was very angry, and almost heart- 
broken. On the one hand she scolded me severely for not obeying 
her orders, and on the other hand she complained that the school 
authorities had not respected the instructions of the parents of 
the students. Naturally she thought it was a great disgrace to 
have a daughter with a pair of feet as big and flat as two palm- 
leaf fans, and it was all the more bitter for her because she had 
wasted all her trouble in past years in binding my feet to a pair 
of small ‘golden lilies.* 

She did not want to send me to school again, but I entreated 
her, and also my father. Luckily my school report was very good. 
I was the top student of the top class. But as my mother was 
not pleased with the authorities of the school, it was decided that 
my father was to take me to the county seat and to send me to 
the County Higher Elementary School for Girls.. 

As I was the only girl from the town of Da Tung at the county 
seat, I was quite at a loss in the new school. My country accent 
was different from that of the county seat school girls, and for 
the first month or two I had almost no friends. I saw the other 
girls talking and laughing together, but I could not mix with them 
at first. After our classes I generally went to my room to read. 
Besides reading the lessons of the day, I also liked to borrow books 
from the library to glance through them. There were the Youth 
Magazine and the periodical Little Friends which I liked very 
much. I also liked to read stories of adventure and detective novels. 

One day I saw on the public notice-board a little slip with my 
name on it saying that there was a registered parcel for me. I 
went to the authorities immediately and. claimed the parcel, and 
found it contained a pile of new books sent to me from the 
Province of Shansi by my second elder brother. Amongst them 
were two books which did me a lot of good; one was a collection 
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of famous new speeches, and the other was a collection of short 
stories. I was so delighted with the arrival of this parcel that I 
approached several schoolmates and addressed to them this very 
foolish remark: 

‘My elder brother has sent me many books and on the parcel 
there were a lot of postage stamps. It came from the Province of 
Shansi r 

As I was not a very good speaker, I always stammered when I 
stood on a platform. I would tremble all over, while my face 
became blue and my lips white, and I would scarcely know what 
I was saying. This book of speeches would help me a great deal, 
and I hoped it would do me a lot of good later on. 

On the very night of the arrival of the books I started to read 
the collection of short stories. They were translated by Dr. Hu 
Shih, and were extremely readable in spite of being translations. 
I finished half the book at one sitting, and I was deeply moved by 
two stories named ‘The Last Lesson’ and ‘Two Fishermen.’ To 
be honest, some of the stories were quite beyond me, and I could 
not possibly understand what they meant. I also liked the story of 
‘The Son who Killed his Parents.’ It aroused great interest in me, 
and I admired the courage of the boy while at the same time hating 
his cruel mother. This made me begin to have a very good feeling 
towards the new style of writing. I read the book over and over, 
three or four times, without losing interest in it. It seemed to me 
that the more times one read it, the more interesting it became, 
and one could not bear to put it down. 

At that time, if a student had written a good essay, drawn a 
good picture, done a piece of good handicraft or a piece of good 
handwriting, they would be posted in a public place for exhibition. 
My handwriting was awful, as it was always hurriedly done, and 
it never had been put on the wall or gained a good mark. Never- 
theless, my little essays were often singled out for exhibition. My 
father specially bought me some very good models of calligraphy, 
the copy-books of Chao and the copy-books of Yen, for my 
benefit. He wanted me to choose one of them to copy, but I never 
practised either of them. One day when he received a letter from 
me the handwriting of which must have been particularly awful, 
he came across the river to scold me. 

‘Whose model are you following? Your handwriting is terrible!’ 
‘I ... I ... ’ 
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‘Whose model?* My father was angry. 

‘Min Kon*s model.* 

‘What?* My father was puzzled by the strange calligraphist. 

‘I am not using any copy-books. I am following my own model.* 

My father was amused, and laughed. 

Very soon I was taken from this school to be sent to another. 
When I heard my mother had consented to send me to the city of 
Yi Yang to enter a better school, I could scarcely believe it until 
she herself told me. 

‘As your eldest brother is the headmaster of a school in Yi 
Yang, and your eldest sister-in-law would never consent to come 
back here, I thought | had better send >ou to that city so that 
you will have them to look after you.* 

At that time I did not at all know how to thank my mother. I 
really felt that she was the most loving, the most considerate and 
the best mother in the world. 

From my home to the city of Yi Yang was a journey of more 
than six hundred li. By travelling in a junk with a favourable 
wind it would take at least four days. It was really beyond my 
dreams that my mother should allow me to study in a college at 
such a distance. 

Perhaps I was destined to be an exile, for I didn*t feel the 
least regret or sorrow when I learned that I was to leave my home 
and live so far away. Though I could not refrain from shedding 
a few tears when I saw my mother and grandmother and elder 
sister crying at my departure, I was really happy and light-hearted 
when the boat set sail. When I was passing places where the 
landscape was pleasant, I forgot everything and enjoyed the scenes 
of nature in silence. 

On the Saturday after my arrival at Yi Yang, my eldest brother 
sent me to the Shin Yi Girls* School (the Girls* School of Faith 
and Righteousness), which was run by an elderly lady from 
Norway whose name was Miss Ella. She was more than forty 
years old and still unmarried. This was the most comprehensive 
school in Yi Yang, for it had a primary elementary school, a higher 
elementary school, a middle school, a normal school and a college 
in it. It was well-equipped and well-staffed. There were more 
than two thousand students in it, and they were all living under 
the control of ‘God.* 
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I am a ‘barbarian.* From a very early age I mixed with boys, 
and I am not afraid of anybody, which of course includes ‘foreign 
devils.* I never thought that in a Mission School there would be so 
strict an entrance examination. I had been in the first year of 
the Higher Elementary School, and naturally I thought I could be 
admitted to the second year in this school. But who would have 
thought that they would decide to put me in the first year once 
more? Perhaps my papers on English and Mathematics were not 
very good, as the questions were very difficult. For instance, in 
English I had only learnt to write very simple sentences, but 
in the examination paper here there were many questions on 
grammar. I knew nothing about passive or active voice, and I 
cannot remember what I wrote in answer to that question. As for 
Mathematics, I had not started fractions and proportion sums, 
and had to answer these questions with my own inventions. The 
result of this entrance examination, therefore, admitted me to the 
second term of the higher first year. 

A girl from the country being suddenly transposed to live in 
a foreign mansion of four storeys seemed comparable to a beggar 
being suddenly made into an emperor, and perhaps my joy was 
even greater than that of the beggar. In this school one could not 
only be exempted from paying tuition and boarding fees, but a 
grant could also be made to the really poor student for pocket 
money. I came from a comparatively better-off family, so I had 
to pay ten silver dollars a term for boarding fees. Yes, this could 
be called a free and comfortable school, and we all seemed happy 
there. The buildings were large and lofty, very quiet, and with 
plenty of fresh air, with the River Tze running behind the school. 
It was an ideal place for education. Often, on hot summer days, 
we would feel intoxicated by enjoying the gentle cool breeze 
coming from the river. At sunset we would go up to the third 
storey and gather in groups of three or five to look at the distant 
sails on the river, with the beautiful background of the crimson 
and gold rays of the setting sun. Sometimes we could hear the 
entrancing songs of the fishermen, who came slowly in their light 
boats towards their homes. The gentle river breeze brought to us 
wave after wave of the fragrance of flowers. The white sails on 
the river looked as light as the wings of the seagulls coming and 
going. The distant mountains were generally wrapped in a thin 
layer of mist. This was indeed a picture full of poetical inspiration. 
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The most beautiful scene was that in the early morning of a 
summer day. The little birds would be twittering their morning 
songs on the branches. The weeping willows on the banks of the 
river would wave gracefully in the gentle wind. The ground was 
covered entirely with green grass, and the sun would creep up 
slowly from the east in the blue sky like a very shy girl emerging 
from her bath with a smile on her lips. By and by the sun^s rays 
would reach the river, which very soon became bright red, and 
slowly all the mountains would turn red as well. Oh, I liked the 
bright red sun. It was dignified and majestic and shone all over 
the universe. 

I loved the sun, and if it was not raining I generally got up 
very early by myself. Although sometimes I could not see the 
sunrise, I would not be disappointed. I liked to breathe the fresh 
air in the early morning. I also liked to do a little exercise with 
dumb-bells. I was very healthy and strong. 

All my schoolmates were very kind to me and they liked to 
play with me. Also my teacher said I was clever, and although I 
refused to write an essay on ‘The Sun Never Sets on the Union 
Jack,’ and had expressed my disagreement with Imperialism, I 
was not scolded by the teacher. I was nicknamed by my school- 
mates ‘Princess of Happiness,’ as I did not worry about my lessons, 
and I was smiling, playing and jumping all day long, as cheerful 
as a little sparrow. 

But unknown to the others, since the day I had entered the 
school there was a kind of suppressed feeling in my heart. I did 
not believe in God, and never wanted to read the Bible, either the 
New Testament or the Old Testament. I hated to say before every 
meal ‘Our Father in Heaven, hallowed be Thy Name, Thy 
Kingdom come . . .’ I liked to sing, but I hated to sing the hymn 
‘God loves me boundlessly, and when I leave the world I will be 
saved.’ Because I did not like to join in the prayers, I preferred 
to hide in such a miserable . spot as the lavatory in the early 
morning and evening. Once I was caught by Miss Wu, whose 
charge was to look after the behaviour of the girls. She had 
discovered that I was always late coming in for meals. 

‘Why are you always a little bit later than the others in coming 
to meals?’ she asked me. 

‘I am always reading, and seldom hear the ringing of the bell.’ 

‘What do you read?’ 
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‘The Bible.’ 

‘Really? But I thought you did not like the Bible.’ 

‘Who said I did not like the Bible? Formerly I could not appre- 
ciate such a good book. Now 1 feel that God is the only saviour of 
the world. I must believe in Him and worship Him.’ 

‘ “Thou shalt not lie,” and remember to come to prayers before 
every meal.’ She smiled and stroked my head very gently. 

‘Of course,’ I said aloud. And in my heart I said: ‘Only God 
knowsl’ 

At that time 1 was very ignorant and simple-minded. I had no 
deep and proven theory for my atheistic views. I only felt that 
God did not exist and that ‘all those who believe in God will be 
saved’ was ridiculous. I kept on asking myself, Why then was it 
that all these poor and wretched people who came every Sunday 
to the services were always so poor as to be needing their daily 
bread? Why couldn’t the God in whom they believed give them 
clothing, food and shelter? Why couldn’t He heal them of their 
diseases and find some work for them to do? I also hated the 
excuse that was given, that these people were sinful and that God 
was punishing them. This was a poor excuse. I held that man is 
the god who created the world. Everything depends upon our- 
selves and not upon God. 1 never believed there was such a person 
as God. 

My atheistic views and my avoidance of the Sunday services 
were known to my eldest brother. He came to the school immedi- 
ately to warn me. 

‘My younger sister, please stop being troublesome, otherwise 
you will be expelled from the school. If that happens all 1 can do 
will be to send you home and you will never be able to dream of 
going to school again.’ 

On that night I did not sleep at all. What should I do? I could 
not make myself believe in God. If I was expelled simply because 
I refused to be baptised I was resigned to my fate. 

The 7 th of May came, and that was the day of National Shame 
(the day on which Japan handed China the twenty-one demands 
regarding special rights in the Shantung Province). All the schools 
and public organisations were closed to enable people to join in 
the great demonstration. Our school received a notice two days 
before the occasion from the Students’ Union requesting us to 
join the parade at eight o’clock in the morning of the 7 th. Though 
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the notice was made public, the school was not closed on that day 
and the classes went on. 

‘Why don’t we close the school for the day?’ I asked one of my 
schoolmates when I heard the morning bell. 

‘Why?’ She really had forgotten what day it was. 

‘Don’t you know it is the day of National Shame?’ 

‘This school never joins in such things.’ 

‘Are we not going to join the parade?’ 

^ ‘Of course not.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘You must realise that Norway is also one of the imperialist 
countries. One of the slogans of the paraders is “Down with 
Imperialism!’^ Do you think the authorities would allow their 
students to shout “down with themselves”?’ 

‘We must all go, no matter what happens,’ I shouted. 

‘Yes, let us all go!’ 

I was joined by many schoolmates. 

‘We must ask the school authorities to close the school for the 
day and let us remember the day of our National Shame.V 

We set out immediately to speak to students of other classes, 
and very soon the whole elementary school department joined us. 
Then the normal school department, seeing what we had done, 
became restless, and very soon the first, second and third year of 
that department decided to stop lessons. Only the fourth year, 
who were to graduate very soon, decided to shut the doors of the 
classroom and continue their lessons and their lectures. 

Though we were not having our lessons, we were forbidden to 
go out and join the parade, and of course the school door was 
locked. I thought of continuing our struggle with the school 
authorities, but an older schoolmate said: 

‘What we have done this year is already record-breaking. I 
think we should stop here. If we go any further it is most probable 
that the ringleaders will be expelled immediately.’ 

‘Then let us have a ceremony in the school.’ I appealed to the 
students, and I had a majority. 

While we heard the drums and bugles, and the shouting of the 
slogan ‘Down with Imperialism’ from outside, we also wanted to 
do something on the same lines. We wrote our slogans on pieces 
of paper torn from our exercise books and pasted them on chop- 
sticks. We organised a parade going from the playground to the 
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upstairs floors, and then from there to the ground again. While 
we were parading we, like the students in the streets, were equally 
excited and full of enthusiasm. We shouted loudly, ‘Down with 
Imperialism!* ‘We Want Freedom of Speech!* ‘We Want to 
Join the Students* Union!* ‘We must wipe away our National 
Shame!* 

Unfortunately these slogans were recorded by Miss Tang, who 
was a spy for the headmistress. Immediately she reported us to 
‘Yellow Eyeballs,* which was our nickname for the headmistress^ 
she was very angry, and we were summoned to the auditorium 
by the ringing of the bell. She lectured us for a long while and 
threatened that if this went on the ringleaders would be expelled 
immediately. 

‘What do 1 care!* If they want to expel me, let them do it. Do 
they think that we should have no regard for our country simply 
because of the fear of being expelled?* we said to each other. ‘Of 
course we are not afraid of them.* 

‘Even if they killed us, it would not alter our patriotic feelings,* 
we added. 

Our headmistress was not afraid of us either. Although she did 
not expel me publicly, she did not like to keep a disturbing element 
in her school. As a compromise, ‘Yellow Eyeballs* summoned my 
eldest brother and asked him to take me home. 

‘Your sister is too naughty for my school. She is always acting 
against the school authorities, and especially this time she has 
created great disturbance. According to the regulations she must 
be expelled. But in consideration of you, sir, who are a well-known 
personality in the city, and also in consideration of your younger 
sister, who is a clever and altogether lovable girl, we do not want 
to spoil her future, and so we will not expel her publicly but ask 
you, sir, to take iier home with you.* 

That was a very polite speech. My eldest brother heard this as 
though it were a thunderbolt from a blue sky. As for myself, it 
was my destiny. On that very afternoon I had to leave the School 
of God. The result of my being patriotic was to be expelled. 



Chapter X 


HEADMASTER GRANDMA 

As I have said, my mother had a very perverse temper, and as 
soon as she heard that I was expelled from the school, she im- 
mediately resolved that I should be sent to another school. 

The next school I attended was the First Provincial Normal 
School for Girls in Changsha. It was established by the Provincial 
Government of Hunan, and none of the students had to pay any 
tuition or boarding fees, or for books and stationery. Two students 
were allowed from each county every year, but they had to pass 
a very stiff entrance examination. When my father took me to 
Changsha he was not at all sure whether I would be successful. 
As I was still a student just finishing the first year of the Higher 
Elementary School, I was really making a jump of two years^ 
study in my attempt. Since this was a free school, there were 
many candidates at the examination, but very fortunately I 
passed. 

I. When I entered the school I found that I had no trouble in 
following the Chinese History and Geography classes, but in 
Science I fell a long way behind the standard. I had to work very 
hard for two months before I made enough progress, to be able 
to follow the other classes without difficulty. My schoolmates 
were all very kind to me, and soon became my friends. Our school 
life was very happy because we had a very good headmaster, who 
was none other than the scholarly Mr. Shu Te-Li, who also had 
advanced ideas. When I first entered the school the headmistress 
was a very delicate and beautiful lady who was a feminist, and 
not quite capable of looking after the school. As soon as she 
resigned we had Mr. Shu. He was a great educator. The moment 
he came to our school the atmosphere was entirely changed. We 
were no longer told to read nothing but dead books, but were 
taught to be useful citizens of the world. Because he loved us as 
much as if we were his own children, and because in appearance 
he looked rather like an elderly lady, we gave him the nickname 
of ‘Grandma.’ He was strict in some ways. For instance, he would 
3 * ^9 
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not allow US to wear very tight vests, as was fashionable at that 
time. He would not allow us to eat hot peppers and chili, which 
was a general habit among people of that district. He would not 
allow us to read after certain hours at night, and he would inspect 
the rooms every night to make sure that everyone was in bed. He 
said that as we were growing girls we must have a healthy body 
before we could have a healthy mind. At the time of examinations 
he would become a very formidable figure. He did not believe in 
cramming our brains in a short time, and he would look in every 
dark comer with a torch in order to get all the students to go to 
their dormitories to sleep. If he found any of us burning a candle 
to do our lessons after the electric light had been turned out at a 
certain hour, he would scold us severely. 

In winter time the classrooms were heated when the days began 
to grow cold. He would ask every one of us whether we had 
sufficiently warm clothes. We must be careful not to catch cold. 
In the summer time he came to see that the windows were open 
and all the rooms properly ventilated. At that time there was a 
general tendency among the students to eat broad beans, as a child 
might eat sweets, at all times of the day. When the students were 
walking in small groups on the verandahs and in the playground 
of the school, each of them would have a handful of broad beans 
which they would be eating and spitting out the husks all over 
the place. Our Grandma did not scold us for this, but he stooped 
down and picked up all the husks he could find. When the 
students were enjoying their morsels, they were surprised and 
touched to find Grandma following them everywhere and picking 
up the litter behind them. He would say to them: ‘Please do not 
throw them all over the place. My back aches when I stoop too 
much.* 

This touching little act cured us of the very bad habit of leaving 
broad-bean husks and peanut shells all over the place. From 
henceforth even waste paper was rarely seen on the ground. We 
could not but admire him and his methods of education. 

Once he learned that two of the students were of loose character. 
One of them did not return to school for the night, and though 
there was a note from her asking leave of absence for the night, 
our Grandma had found out where, she was spending the time. 
On the following day he sent for her, and she at first said that 
she was kept at home. Our Grandma knew that the girl was 
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frightened in case she would be expelled if she confessed, so he 
said very kindly to her: 

‘I went to your house last night, and I know where you were, 
but please understand that I am only trying to help you. You 
must tell me, confidentially, what made you spend the night at 
a hotel. Was it because of love, or are there other reasons which 
forced you to do so?’ 

Tears rolled down her cheeks. From her expression our 
Grandma knew she was a helpless girl. He comforted her with 
many kind words and assured her that she would never be expelled 
because of this. She then told him that because of financial diffi- 
culties, she was forced to do a thing which was repugnant to her. 
Our Grandma immediately promised to give her twenty silver 
dollars a month to help her out of her difficulties, and told her to 
pursue her studies diligently and never go out again. 

He did the same thing with the other student, and these two 
girls, whose names I cannot divulge, became very good scholars. 
Their bad name among the students was entirely wiped clean and 
everybody respected them. 

Because of helping poor students financially, and because of 
making donations to the library to buy new books, he was never 
able to send any money to his home. Neither did he care to spend 
anything on himself. He was generally dressed in an old worn 
long gown, and all his belongings were scarcely more than the old 
coverlet on his bed. In the spring of 1926, when the mutinied 
soldiers of a certain General Yeh came to besiege and attack the 
school, they took him to be the cook, and made a fierce attack on 
Mr. Shah, who was wearing a western suit. Poor Mr. Shah was 
severely beaten by the soldiers. 

At the end of each term he would look carefully over the reports 
of the students. Whenever he saw a girl was not doing so well 
because she was not^o young, he would tell her the story of how 
he himself studied. 

T went to France to study when I was already forty-seven 
years of age. I knew no French when I went there, and I was not 
sorry to start at such a late age. In my class most of the students 
were six or seven years old, for I had to start from A.B.C. Some 
of the children called me “Grandpapa” and liked to sit in my 
lap playing with niy grey beard. I did not mind them at all. Of 
coutse my memory was not as good as theirs, but I knew how to 
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Study better than they did. Even if I just learned one word a day, 
I could learn three hundred and sixty-five words in a year. 
Never mind about your age. It only matters whether you study 
diligently or not.’ 

He was one of the very few who hold that boys and girls should 
have freedom of social intercourse. He would never inspect nor 
censor the students’ letters. ‘What is the use of censoring letters? 
You can only prohibit what is put down on paper; you cannot do 
anything with the mind. Young people are always young people. 
As long as they are not neglecting their studies, why should we 
not allow them to love each other?’ This was what he once said 
to a mistress who strongly recommended the censoring of our 
letters. She thought his remarks were scandalous. 

His daughter had a love affair with a young man, and it did not 
turn out to be a success. She then wrote a book entitled Tragedy 
of Love. At that time this was considered as a disgrace by old- 
fashioned people. They said that Mr. Shu would not have the 
face to meet his friends because he had a daughter who acted 
contrary to the rules of propriety. But he did not care about it at 
all. On the contrary, he said that his girl was a woman of spirit. 

‘My daughter is full of revolutionary ideas, and she would 
never allow circumstances to bind her as most of the old-fashioned 
girls had been bound by the obsolete laws of the dead. To fail in 
love is a very ordinary thing and nothing to be ashamed of. It is 
only through failure that you can be successful.’ That was his 
candid remark. 



Chapter XI 

MY FIRST LITERARY ATTEMPT 

Of course, at that time my ideas were also very advanced. I liked 
to read new books, study all kind of new theories, and mix with 
people from various literary associations. 

Our school library was one of the best in the province. It was 
full of books written by people with new ideas, and the latest 
magazines and periodicals were plentiful. Our Grandma often 
said: T had rather give up eating my rice for a day than to stop 
reading for a day. For rice you can get anywhere and any day, 
while good books are. rather difficult to find.* 

I was in charge of the library, and two representatives were 
selected from each class to help me. When I was on duty in the 
library I would always have a book beside me, and could read as 
much as I liked when I was not busy checking the lending and 
returning of the books. 

I liked novels, no matter whether they were new or old. No 
matter what they were about, I always wanted to scan them all 
over. Among the old novels I liked best Shui Hu (which Miss 
Pearl Buck has translated as All Men are Brothers). That most 
famous book. The Dream of the Red Chamber, did not arouse my 
interest. I hated Lin Tai-Yu sobbing all the time, and I hated all of 
Chia Pao-Yu*s behaviour. He only knew how to play with girls 
and must be considered as an abnormal idiot. I had a great ad- 
miration for the heroes described in the Shui Hu. They are really 
heroes, and their spirit inspired me later on to join the Army. 

The Student Movement of the 4th of May began in Peking, and 
it resulted in a course of new literature for China. I liked very much 
to read books published by the Creative Society and such authors 
as Kuo Mo-Jo, Yui Ta-Fu and Chen Fan-Wu. Among foreign 
authors I liked to read the works of Guy de Maupassant, Zola, 
Tolstoi and Dostoievsky. Miss Lu Yin and Miss Ping Hsin were 
the two foremost women authors of the period, but I did not like 
their work as well as I did that of Miss Pai Wei, which made a 
much deeper impression on me. Miss Pai Wei had suffered from 
the tyrannic code of the old-fashioned society, and her book. 
Fighting Out frofn the Pagoda of Ghosts, was full of the spirit of 

73 



74 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A CHINESE GIRL 

resistance. But at that time I was not very firm in my ideas, and 
my appreciation of literature was also many-sided. For instance, 
Salome^ by Oscar Wilde, and The Lone Swan, by Monk Man Ju, 
also aroused my interest. As for that famous work, Die Leiden des 
Jungen Werther by Goethe, which was very popular at that time, 
I read it five times. Indeed, that book made a very deep impression 
on me. 

Sometimes when I was too deeply immersed in my book I 
would not notice a schoolmate who was standing before me to 
borrow a book. When they started to tease me for my absent- 
mindedness, I would put away the book and apologise. 

I began to write stories when I was in the second year of the 
school. At that time I was fifteen years old. One day I went into 
the home of a general to have lunch.* He came from my 
own county. He had just bought a slave girl of thirteen years 
of age. To me the girl seemed the picture of misery. She 
was pale and very thin, of very small stature, much too small for 
her age, and I seemed to see marks of tears on her cheeks. Her 
big black eyes, which were very lovely, had a very appealing effect 
on me. Her new mistress was the wife of a big Army general, and 
she ordered the girl to walk forwards and backwards before us so 
that we could judge whether her gestures would be considered 
suitable for the services of a big house. My two schoolmates 
examined the poor girl carefully, but a fire was burning in my 
mind. I hated our hostess for her inhumanity. She was treating 
this poor girl like a domestic animal. I had scarcely any lunch at 
her house, and when I got home I immediately wrote an article 
entitled ‘A Hurried Impression,’ and signed it with a pen name. 
I sent it to the literary editor of Ta Kung Pao (a Chinese news- 
paper with the French title of U Impartial), and a few days later I 
was filled with indescribable joy when I walked into the newspaper 
room at my school and found my article published in that paper. 

That winter I was elected to be editor of the monthly magazine 
of the school. Of course this furnished me with a very good 
opportunity for writing. But I began to realise that my writing 
must be very childish and immature. I determined to read more 
books and acquire more new knowledge. 

Talking about writing short stories, I remember a very amusing 
incident. Our classroom was very close to the city wall, and 
suddenly one day we found a lunatic walking to and fro on that 
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part of the city wall, looking at us. He was clothed in rags and 
was murmuring all the time. Sometimes he would point his finger 
this way and that as if lecturing the people, and sometimes he 
would stop and cry aloud, while stamping his feet and shouting, 
‘Your mother! Your mother!’ (bad language in China). We soon 
learned from someone who knew him that he had been a student 
in England, France, and Germany, and could also read Japanese 
and Russian. This linguistic scholar had gone crazy because of 
disappointment in love. The lady in question was from the Liu 
family, and so the lunatic often raised his voice and asked us: 

Ts there a Miss Liu amongst you? I want Miss Liu, even if 
only just to see her for a short time!’ 

‘No! Go away,’ we often shouted back at him, but he would 
say to us in a very sorrowful tone: 

‘Have pity on me, please! Tell me where is Miss Liu? I must 
see her.* He shed tears and we were very sorry for him. 

‘Look, here comes Miss Liu,* once we teased him when one of 
our schoolmates of that name came to have a peep at him from our 
classroom. 

‘No, this is not the Miss Liu I am seeking.* Then he started 
to sob very bitterly, which made us all the more sorry for him, 
and we never dared to tease him again. 

When he was in a happier mood he could be very amusing, and 
many of our schoolmates from other classes would come and crowd 
into our room to see the lunatic, and to hear him tell stories 
about England, France, America and Germany. Sometimes he 
would sing for us either comic or heroic songs, and he had a very 
good voice, but if we happened to say anything which was not to 
his liking he would tell us to go away, and if we refused to retire 
he would resort to an unpleasant action, which would have an 
infallible result, and that was to pull down his trousers. This was 
a more deadly blow to us than bombs or big guns. The moment 
we saw his hands on his trouser belt we would dash downstairs, 
sometimes rolling down in our haste. On several occasions he 
walked stark naked in torrents of rain, which made us never dare 
to look out of the window when we were in class having our lessons. 

This lunatic gave us plenty of material for the school magazine, 
and also for our general conversation. Whenever a girl was in 
love we would say that she was on the way to creating one more 
lunatic in the world. 



Chapter XII 


PLATONIC LOVE 

It seemed very- strange to me when I first perceived that many 
of my schoolmates began to become inseparable pairs. They 
would never leave each other, whether walking or sitting down, 
and that was something very new to me. There were quite a 
number of my old schoolmates m Changsha, and several of them 
were now studying in the same school with me. We were, fairly 
good friends with each other, but there was no special attachment 
between any of us. But there was a Miss Sun, who also came from 
Shin-Fa and studied with me in the same class, and she suddenly 
fell in love with me. Indeed, she was a very unreasonable girl 
who could be described as full of flaming love. At first when I 
discovered that she was specially good to me I felt rather annoyed 
and thought she was tiresome. Every Saturday afternoon she 
would offer to accompany me to do any shopping I wanted to do, 
and if I happened to be staying in, neither would she leave the 
school on any account. She must stay in the same room with me. 
As the days went by, and perhaps because of her constancy, I, 
iron-hearted though I am, began to feel some affection for her. 
From my birth I had been quite like a boy, and she was a typical 
romantic girl. 

Once, when I was very ill, she came to my bedside and watched 
over me for four days and three nights. She did not go to her 
lessons, neither did she go for her meals. All she had was some 
congee which was provided for the invalid. She went out to get 
medicine for me without getting permission from the school, and 
of course she was upbraided by the authorities for this. I was very 
grateful to her, for she was really the first woman I ever met who 
would sacrifice everything for her friend. 

I really do not know what was the reason, but quite a number 
of my schoolmates liked me. To be quite frank, I had rather say 
they fell in love with me than to use the word ‘liked.’ Like Miss 
Sun, who doted on me, there were five others, and I really did 
not know what to do. There were two in the same class with me, 
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and three from other classes. After our lessons they all wanted to 
keep me company, but I had to refuse them all, for I knew that 
I could only keep company with one of them at a time, and that 
would infuriate the others. Those from the other classes would 
say: Tou are from a different class from me. I am not really 
qualified to be your friend,' while those of my own class would 
say: T am not a literary genius, of course you will not keep me 
company.' Under such circumstances I was indeed in a great 
dilemma. Whenever any one of them asked me to play or enjoy 
some food with them, I always replied: ‘Kindly excuse me just 
now, I am busy.' ‘You are always busy,' was their reply, and while 
they were angry I had to smile back and try to forget it. 

In the mornings after breakfast and before the classes, or in the 
evenings when twilight came, there were always numerous pairs 
of students walking and talking in the playground. But I always 
went in, to be alone by myself reading a book, or trying to find 
a remote corner where I could meditate. 

‘Why are you by yourself? Haven't you any friend?' our 
Grandma asked me with a broad smile, as if he knew what was 
my trouble. 

‘No, not because I have no friends, but because there are too 
many, which is even worse,' I replied with the same kind of 
smile. 

‘Dear child, I am sure you do not know how to deal with them!' 

‘I really do not know what to do. They are so jealous of each 
other. If they were not, we could be a big happy family together.' 

But that was impossible. Once Miss Sun, finding me talking 
with a new friend, thought I was forgetting her devotion and 
taking on somebody else. She gave me an angry look and said: 

‘Did not you say that you were going to write some letters?' 

‘Yes, I have written those letters, but I want to do a little 
reading now.' 

‘Reading! You are doing it in a very strange way. Is your new 
friend the book?' And she went angrily away. 

‘Alas, what can I do?' I remarked to my new friend. She turned 
to go, and exclaimed: 

‘I am extremely sorry! I am not really your intimate friend, and 
have had the misfortune to create this jealousy.' 

I really did not understand why they should be jealous of each 
other. In my own mind I thought that if A's friend could be 
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B^s friend, and B could also be C’s friend, and if one’s friend 
could also be one’s friend’s friend, then we could all be friends, 
and it would be all right. But, alas, this was just one of my 
impracticable theories. None of them would share my views. 

Sey and Su were two of my specially good friends. They were 
both gifted with literary talent, and their writings were very 
subtle, but they both had a rather tragic outlook on life, and 
their literary work was full of tragic atmosphere. I was of a 
different disposition; I was always optimistic. Whatever I wrote 
was full of joy and happiness. But I liked their writings very much, 
and thought my own work was too shallow and would not make a 
deep impression. In the same way, they liked my writing. They 
said that in being with me there was life, there was happiness, 
and there was a feeling of spring. Every Sunday we went out 
together, making trips to Yo-Lu Mountain, Sui-Lu Island, Shiang 
River or the Yui Garden. Besides these, there were many nameless 
forests where we often roamed. 

At first my schoolmates did not notice our intimate friendship 
because I seldom went to their rooms and they never came to 
mine. Every time we went out, we always went separately and 
met in the house of my eldest brother. Later on our friendship 
became gradually known to some of them, and the news spread 
from one to ten and from ten to a hundred schoolmates. Of course, 
they exaggerated the matter very much, and they gave us the name 
of the ‘Eternal Triangle.’ Naturally we could do nothing about it. 
Miss Sun gradually became angry with me. She blamed me for 
not being constant to her, but I thought as I was not her lover, 
what was there to be constant about? Why couldn’t we have two 
or more friends? I frankly told her that as she was so full of love 
she should place it on Miss Liao, who had a one-sided love for 
Miss Sun, and they could really make an ideal pair. 

‘No, I will not go away from you. I will love you always, and 
even if you do not respond to my love, I will still love you until 
death,’ she said with resolution, and cried. 

While I seemed unable to get myself out of one difficulty 
another trouble came upon me. 

One day when I came back from my second elder brother’s 
place, I found a letter on my bed not bearing a postage stamp. 
The writing on the envelope was delicate and had evidently been 
written by a girl. I opened it and read: 
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‘To Min Kon, whom I adore and love, please excuse me for 
addressing you like this. This is a letter I have been wanting to 
write to you for a long time, but dared not. Now I cannot suppress 
my feelings any longer, and am presuming to write and^ send this 
letter to you. I shall deliver this letter to you while you are not 
in your room, because it would be very embarrassing to deliver 
it into your hands. 

‘Your writings I have read since the day I came to the school. 
What lovely essays they are! They make me intoxicated. From 
the first time I read your writings I felt I knew you personally, but, 
Min Kon, please forgive me a second time when I tell you that I 
have been following your shadow for a very long time. I always 
wanted to speak to you, to be near you, but would you care to make 
a friend of a very ignorant and childish girl? I am waiting anxiously 
for your answer. Your loving and doting friend, Kun.’ 

This was the first time I had received such a letter, and naturally 
I was more surprised than honoured. I knew this would not bring 
me any happiness, but would give me more trouble. I had to 
answer her very politely and humbly, and after that we became 
literary friends. We seldom talked together, but wrote a great 
deal to each other. Many of her writings were published in the 
school monthly magazine, and she was a girl of definite literary 
talent, and above all she was very intelligent. I liked her immensely 
but I did not like to speak with her, for which I felt very apologetic. 
She came from the county of Shiang Shiang, and she talked very 
much through her nose, which annoyed me a vdry great deal. 

While sarcastic remarks about my having another literary friend 
began to circulate, a third important incident happened. There 
were in the 15th class two schoolmates who loved me. One was 
Miss San Shui Sha, whose love for me was really one-sided, for 
she composed many poems for me, and burnt them all. If it had 
not been for her classmate. Miss Li, who saw her strange doings, 
coming to tell me about them I would never have known anything 
about it. The other girl was a Miss Chen, whose love for me was 
even greater than that of Miss San. Besides writing love poems for 
me in her composition book, she told all her friends how much 
she loved me, and of course this became a popular subject with all 
her classmates. One day in the evening I was kidnapped as if 
by a band of bandits. They took hold of me and dragged me to 
Miss Chen’s room. 
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Really, I never dreamt that such things could happen, but it 
seemed that this was quite a common happening among them. 
Very often after the school bell had sounded, a group of girls 
would gather to do some mischief, but I never thought that this 
would happen to me. 

‘What are you doing?* I asked them, surprised. 

‘We are inviting you to meet a friend,’ someone who was not 
known to me answered. 

‘We invite you to sleep here to-night,’ someolie else said. 

They all looked at me and also at Miss Chen, who did not dare 
to raise her head, and was blushing all over like a bride might do 
on the first night of marriage. 

‘This is not my room. How can I sleep here?’ I said in a rude 
manner. 

‘This is as good as your room.’ 

‘What nonsense are you talking!’ 

‘Because Miss Chen’s bed is as good as your bed, aha!’ 

They snatched away my shoes and pushed me into the bed. 
Good heavens! 

‘Look how much Miss Chen is i^love with you. She has been 
following you for ages.’ 

‘Why should Miss Chen love me so much? I don’t even know 
her!’ I was not afraid to offend Miss Chen’s feelings. 

‘But she has known you for a long time, and has fallen in love 
with you and been dreaming about you many, many times,’ and 
there was general laughter. 

‘The devils!’ That was the first sentence Miss Chen had spoken. 
Evidently she was very angry too. 

‘Don’t be angry. We will all go out and let you two have a 
lovers’ talk.’ 

They went out immediately and bolted the door from the outside. 

What was to be done? The only way I could get out seemed to 
be from the window, and it was too high to jump from. 

I sat on the bed sullenly and felt miserable. There were other 
students sleeping in the same room, and I could distinctly hear 
their giggles coming from the three other beds. 

‘Go on and reveal your love for each other. Go ahead. Miss 
Chen, we will not listen to you.’ This came from one of the beds. 

‘You can go on talking nonsense. I have nothing to say.’ Miss 
Chen went to bed. 
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I felt I was sleeping in a tiger’s den. I dare not move or speak. 

As I could not possibly jump from the window I had to remain 
for the night in a stranger’s bed. I was unable to sleep, and the 
next morning there would be an examination in biology. When I 
thought of this, I wished I could jump from the window. But I 
had no shoes. It was quite impossible for me to get away. 

I sighed and sighed again, and heard the sound of all the 
watches of the night. Good heavens! it was the longest night I 
had ever known. I do not think Miss Chen had any sleep that 
night either. We kept a respectful distance from each other, and 
never a word passed between us. 

I could imagine that she was full of tears, and I thought I 
could hear a suppressed sob. As she had such a great love for me 
and was so devoted to me, while I was so cold to her, not even 
giving her a word, this could be regarded as a great insult to her. 
But what could I do? I hate the habit of dragging people to meet 
unknown friends. I began to imagine the unhappy time a husband 
and wife must have who have no love for each other. Alas, they 
would just be as miserable as we were then. I was regarding Miss 
Chen as my enemy. I was afraid of her and angry with her. If this 
had not happened, and she had approached me nicely, we might 
have become friends. But after I had been dragged here by these 
mischievous people all was ended. There was no hope of ojur 
knowing each other. I wished I could say something to her, but 
could not find suitable words. It was raining outside all the night, 
and the trickle of the rain made me more uncomfortable in this 
strange bed. I knew she must also be having a very bad night, but 
I could not find a word to comfort her. At long last the morning 
bell sounded at six o’clock, and somebody unlocked the door and 
gave me my shoes. 

‘You.nuist have had a very good night talking to each other 
about love.’ 

‘Thank you for depriving me of a good night’s rest!’ I replied 
gruffly, and I was off like a whiff of smoke. 

From henceforth I dare not go near this room. Even when I 
had to pass it on my way, I would rather take a longer route and 
go around it. In the playground or in the dining-room whenever 
I met Miss .Chen I would drop my head and not look at her, 
while she would also try to avoid me as an old-fashioned girl 
would avoid meeting her fianc6, I, too, felt embarrassed. 



Chapter XIII 


A PUBLIC LOVE LETTER 

Changsha is a place with advanced ideas. From time to time, 
after the 4th of May movement, love affairs crept into every school 
in the city. But in girls’ schools old-fashioned ideas still prevailed. 
Whenever a girl was in love with a man, no matter how ardently 
she felt for him, nothing would induce her to make any outward 
sign, and of course nobody would be daring enough to pursue a 
man. But with the boys it was different. Even if they had never 
met you, as soon as they knew your name they would write love 
letters to you. No matter whether you accepted their love or not, 
they would continue to write with a courage and persistence 
which would otherwise have been admirable. 

The girls who generally received these love letters were either 
good athletes or those who made literary contributions to the 
papers, or else executives of the student associations. Every time 
that we had an athletic meeting large numbers of love letters, in 
pink or light green envelopes, would be delivered to our school 
by the postman. Those girls who played tennis, and our college 
basket-ball team members liked to display their letters and would 
say in a very charming way: ‘Please look, I don’t know what rascal 
has dared to write to me!’ 

I also twice unexpectedly received such letters. The first time 
was in 1924, after the spring-time athletic meeting. Not that I 
was an athlete, but I was the editor of the special athletic meeting 
number of our school magazine, and had made several contribu- 
tions to fill up the space. Also I was a member of a group dance, 
in which I performed very badly. Because of these reasons, I 
received a letter from somebody, who said: 

‘Your body is as light as that of a butterfly and you dance as 
though you were a fairy. Your talent is as great as that of Tao 
Yun, and your knowledge is extensive enough to load five 
carriages.’ 

The second time was after I had been playing the part of a 
maid-servant in a performance of a play called Whose Mistake is 
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This? in the New Year’s Union Meeting. I had a letter the next 
day from somebody who said that I was the best actress in the 
whole performance, that I was lovely as well as comic, that the 
way I delivered my speeches was brilliant, and that my movements 
were graceful. In reality that was the first time I had appeared 
on the stage, and because of lack of time for rehearsals I had 
given a very bad performance. That very exaggerated description 
of me made me shudder. I did not pay much attention to these 
letters; as soon as I received them I read them and then tore 
them up and threw them away. But there were some girls who 
took them very seriously and, wishing to get some publicity out 
of them, presented the letters to the school authorities. Some- 
times they felt greatly insulted by them and cried bitterly. 

The most ridiculous incident was the comedy of Miss Chen. 
On the day when we began our summer examinations I got up very 
early to prepare my English lesson when, as I was passing the 
public notice-board, I saw several pieces of pink note-paper with 
minute writing in blue ink. Curiosity drove me near it, and I 
observed that it was a love letter. 

‘My dear Miss Wong, Since your departure from Shanghai I 
have been thinking of you bitterly, as if I were living in a sea of 
misery. I hate the flowing water which carried you away and I 
hate the boat which severed me from you. Should you, like the 
falling flowers, have kind regards for me, let us pray that we shall 
become lovers in the next existence. If we love each other in our 
hearts nothing can separate us in spirit. While mountains and 
rivers may change their form and course, my love will never 
alter. I am a wounded person, and dare not have any further 
ventures with ladies, but you are a fairy among mortals. If I do 
not love you, whom do I love? If I could only hope that we could 
become literary friends and that we could express our love by 
pen and ink, then our meeting has not been too late, and we 
would be united in our coming lives. I do hope that you will 
not laugh at me, saying I am a fool, and perhaps will even con- 
descend to write to me. When I look at the river and the sky I 
imagine that I can see you; my thoughts are full of you, and when 
I am writing to you I feel my spirit is by your side. Please forgive 
me for this letter, and if a fair wind blows this way, do 'let it 
bring a letter from you with it. Wu-Ting bows again and again.’ 

Strange to relate, I cannot understand what made me read this 
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letter over and over again. Indeed, I read it aloud, like an old 
school teacher humming the Book of Mencim or the Book of 
Confucius, This induced many schoolmates to gather round me, 
and soon their number increased. They all followed suit, and soon 
a very big crowd was reading this letter in a roaring voice. Many 
people who would not have come this way joined in, and the 
crowd continued to grow until the second bell rang. 

After this love letter had been read by all, many people were 
disturbed by it, and the following questions were brought up: 

(1) Why should a girl have this letter posted in public? Was it 
done by the receiver of the letter or by the school authorities? 

(2) Who was really the receiver of the letter? These questions 
continued to be asked by all of us, and not until the teacher came 
did we become quiet again. 

‘Be calm and quiet and answer these questions carefully,’ said 
our teacher very loudly. 

‘Please teacher, it would be a good idea to ask us to write the 
love letter from memory. I am sure we would all get full marks,’ 

I said then, and the whole class roared with laughter. 

It was said that the writer of this letter was the husband of 
Miss Wong’s intimate friend. Miss Wong went from Shanghai to 
Hangchou to visit various schools during her last year in the 
normal school, and on her return she received this letter. But the 
reason why she had the letter posted up in public was probably 
to indicate that she was a very pure and chaste woman and did 
not like to mix with men, and also to show her faithfulness to 
her friend. Really she could have torn the letter after she had 
received it. Why should she make a public show of it? She must 
have been a very queer woman. 

As we could all recite this love letter, of course we added many 
of its phrases to our general conversation. Whenever the occasion 
arose, we would say: ‘Should you, like the falling flowers, have 
kind regards for me,’ or ‘I do hope that you will not laugh at me, 
saying I am a fool, and perhaps will even condescend to write to 
me.’ 



Chapter XIV 


THE BEGINNING OF MY STRUGGLES 

We had three different teachers for our Chinese lessr>ns, and all 
were very good teachers. 

‘We have now engaged the famous Mr. Li to take over the 
Chinese classes, and I hope you will pay special attention to 
literature. I presume you know that Mr. Li is the famous translator 
of the works of Guy de Maupassant.’ 

After our headmaster’s introduction we gave our new teacher 
a hearty welcome. 

We were very grateful to our headmaster because since our 
school had been divided into two departments, one for Arts and 
the other for Science, special attention had been paid to getting 
a very good teacher for Chinese for the school of Arts. Although 
our previous teachers for Chinese had always been good, the new 
teacher, Mr. Li, inspired our respect and enthusiasm for literature 
much more than anyone before him. We were all very happy, and 
eagerly hoped that Mr. Li would give us good instruction. Even 
some of us who hadn’t paid much attention to literature thought 
now that they would have a chance to go deeper into the subject. I 
was particularly happy, because I always presumed that I should 
prepare myself to become a novelist, and I was sure that Mr. Li 
would not only polish my writing but also teach me how to be 
more subtle in my descriptions. He would explain to me about the 
planning, the construction, the technique and the polishing of a 
piece of work. 

So, on the first occasion when we were asked to write a com- 
position for him, I wrote a novelette of about 10,000 words 
entitled ‘The First Love,’ and was greatly hoping to see his 
corrections. Who would have thought that two months would go 
by and my composition would still be resting in one of his drawers? 
In fact, that little work is still with him, and I have never seen it 
since. I asked him several times about it, and he said he had not 
the time to look over it. Later on I learned that, being -a very able 
man, he was the teacher for Chinese in four different schools, and 
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therefore spent much of his time every day driving about in his 
private rickshaw from one school to another, and when he arrived 
at his home he liked to enjoy the happiness of his family by 
fondling his numerous children on his knees. Then he had to do 
his own translation work, and consequently had not time to correct 
my wretched composition. 

‘Mr. Li, how about my composition?* I asked him every time 
he came to the school. 

‘I am really sorry, but I have no time,* he would answer very 
politely and also very formally. 

‘Then I need not write any further compositions for you?* 

‘If it is a very short one, not more than a few hundred words, 
of course I will do my best. Otherwise, forgive me for not having 
time.* 

‘What can I do? I cannot stop when I start writing.’ 

‘ Quality not quantity is what you want.* 

‘How can one acquire quality if one has no practice?* 

‘It will come to you gradually. You can polish your own 
writings, and gradually you will acquire quality.* 

I was very much disappointed and said to myself: ‘Why cannot 
I meet with somebody like Flaubert, who could teach me pains- 
takingly? If I do not possess the talent of Guy de Maupassant, 
still I think I am a very earnest student and am doing my very 
best.* 

Nor was Mr. Li a very good lecturer. Once he explained to us 
an essay by Flaubert, and as we were very eager to hear him, we 
were greatly disappointed to find the subject dry. It seems that 
some people who are very good writers and translators are not 
very good at teaching and lecturing. Besides, as he was so busy, 
I think he could not pay much attention to a group of young 
girls. 

At the end of the term, after our examinations, a friend came 
rushing to me to tell me some unexpected news. 

‘Why, Min Kon, the mark on your composition was zero.* 

‘Have you seen the marks?* 

‘Yes, I noticed the big mark of zero on the sheet. The list has 
been posted on the notice-board.* 

‘That is absurd! Why should I get a zero mark? As I did write 
an essay, I should at least get some marks.* I was annoyed and 
also very ashamed. The mark of zero is not very complimentary. 
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‘There is another thing which you must know, and probably it 
will make you more angry,* said my friend after a pause. 

‘I warn you that if all my marks are zeros, I did not come here 
to get marks but to acquire knowledge.’ 

‘The essay which you wrote for Miss Wong in fifty minutes, 
and which you know was the only composition she handed in, 
acquired 85 points for her.* 

‘Ah, that is very good indeed. I am not angry at all. On the 
contrary, I am very pleased. I have really acquired 85 marks, and 
I don’t mind having a zero in addition.* 

There was another inducement which made me turn away from 
my studies. That was the 30th of May Massacre, when Chinese 
demonstrators along the Nanking Road in Shanghai v/ere fired on 
and. killed by British and Japanese policemen and marines. On the 
following day all the students in Changsha gave a big demonstra- 
tion and paraded to the Provincial Government building, demand- 
ing that the authorities should probe into the matter, and also to 
tackle imperialist Japan so as to refuse her twenty-one demands. 
We wanted the dead to be avenged, and that their dependents 
should be looked after. When we were loudly shouting our slogan 
‘Down with Imperialism!* outside the Government building, we 
were suddenly informed that our representatives who went in to 
see the Governor of the Province had already been imprisoned. 
We demanded that they should be released, and as we waited but 
did not see our representatives again, the crowd tried to rush 
into the building, and more than a hundred students were arrested. 

The provincial prison was very overcrowded, and many of the 
prisoners were confined in the offices of the jailors. Very soon the 
courtyard of the jail was used as a temporary place of confinement, 
and more troops and policemen were coming. But the mob was 
not intimidated and continued to rush forward. The secretary of 
the Governor’s office saw that was not the proper way to deal 
with the students, so he stood on a high place and shouted 
to us: 

‘Because our Governor wanted to discuss the matter in detail 
with your representatives they have been detained for the time 
being. As it is impossible for the Governor to talk with all of you, 
I request all those who are not representatives to go home as soon 
as possible. This is a crisis of great importance for our country. 
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and of course we will be responsible. You students should confine 
your attention to your studies.’ 

‘Release all our schoolmates who have been arrested!’ we 
shouted, and proclaimed that unless this was done we would not 
go home. This demand had its effect, and the secretary found 
that he could do nothing else but release all the arrested students, 
who numbered more than two hundred. 

We went home at about nine o’clock in the evening, but we 
soon found out that all our representatives were still in prison. 

On the following morning we organised many publicity groups 
to speak in public places. All day long we spoke to groups of people 
in the streets, telling them of the cruelty of the Imperialists and 
urging them to rise in resistance. All our listeners were greatly 
moved, and we noticed that our speeches had very good reactions. 

The massacre of the 30th of May made us all realise what was 
our urgent need. All those hot-blooded youths, boys and girls, who 
had hitherto spent most of their time in the library, now realised 
that there was something else for them to do. They also awakened 
me to realise the fool I was. I knew nothing but to read over and 
over again Die Leiden des Jungen Werther. Alas, it was really 
dangerous. Had it not been for the second warning from the big 
guns of 1926 I might have become a second ‘Jungen Werther.’ 



Chapter XV 
MY FIRST LOVE 
Extracts front my diary for 1926 
LOVE THOUGHTS. " 

T am really giving myself trouble. Why should his image 
appear in my mind? All I can see with my eyes is his smile, all 
I can hear with my ears is his voice. When I receive a letter from 
anybody I think it may be his, and I look at it over and over again 
to find out if I am right. My whole heart is occupied by him. Alas, 
what is to be done? I do not want to do anything. Whether in class 
or in the dining-room, or when I am waking or sleeping, I am 
always thinking of him. The lectures 1 cannot hear at all, and of 
my books I cannot understand a single word. In short, apart from 
sitting quietly and thinking of him, I simply do not exist.’ 

THINKING ALOUD. 

‘Honestly, I do not know what “love” is. What is it composed 
of? I have never tasted any love except a parent’s love. I do not 
know whether it tastes bitter or sweet, sour or hot. All I know is 
that there is something jnysterious about my feelings towards him. 
Can this really be called love?* 

‘When I first met him, in the short twinkling of an eye when 
my eyes met his, the seed of love was sown in my heart, and it 
was like a piece of iron attracted by a magnet that my heart and 
soul went out to him. That was the first time in my life that I 
had had any kind of feeling for a person of the opposite sex. 
Whenever my schoolmates had talked about the question of love, 
I had always said “Pooh!” and then run away. 

‘They all said that I was an ignorant baby. I did not take 
offence, and I hoped that I would always be ignorant. But now 
an indescribable sorrow has suddenly come upon me. Oh, my 
heavens, what is this all about! 

‘I cannot understand the psychology of it. I love him, but I 
would never let him know it. I want to keep it a secret for ever 
and ever until the end of the world. Not to tell the one you love 
that you love him is a mysterious feeling which cannot be explained 
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by the principles of psychology. Sorrow, sorrow, I welcome you! 
I will not avoid sorrow. Human beings are meant to suffer. Witliout 
sorrow, life would be meaningless. A certain author once said: 
“When you are in love, sorrow and tears are of value. When you 
are happily married, then you have entered the grave of love.’* 

‘The devil! why am I always thinking of this quotation? A pure 
innocent girl should not have such kind of things in her mind. . . . 

‘When for the first time in my life the image of a person of the 
opposite sex rushed into my mind, it made me feel so sorrowful 
that I wanted to commit suicide. I cannot understand why that 
image of the smiling young man is always before my eyes, making 
it impossible for me to read, or to pass my days without worry. I 
hate him, and I also hate my elder brother for introducing me to 
him. I wanted to destroy this image before me, but it was utterly 
impossible. Very often I wakened in the middle of the night 
because of a terrible dream, and then I would put my hand to my 
heart and scold myself severely. 

‘You worthless creature, you had better die. A pure and 
honourable young girl’s mind should not preserve the image of a 
person of the opposite sex. That is a very unfortunate thing. Your 
future will be swept away by that image, like a dried leaf swept 
away by the wind. Your life will be destroyed by that image as a 
weak animal is destroyed by a beast of prey. This is very dangerous 
indeed. Extensive is the sea of sorrow, but the moment you turn 
back you will find that the shore of joy is near you. If you do not 
turn back quickly your life will be entirely ruined. 

‘No matter how hard I try to overcome my sentiments by my 
reason, my sentiments will always get the upper hand of my 
reason. Not only will that image not diminish, but it will become 
more lively and more active, jumping and dancing about before 
me every day.’ 

######### 

In such unhappy circumstances, I tried my best not to let 
anything be known by him. I had been in correspondence with 
him for over a year and never once hinted that I loved him and 
was thinking of him. I put my feelings in my diary and in my poems, 
and occasionally I would try to bury my thoughts in a cup of 
wine. Sometimes I would try to get some school friends to accom- 
pany me on a retreat into some very old temple to live in retire- 
ment, but nobody would follow me. Now I look back to those 
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early days of my first love I think they were not altogether silly 
but* were the bravest period of my life. The warning bell of the 
time had been sounded. The great Revolution of 1926 had broken 
out. Brave young men and young women had discarded their books 
and doffed their long coats and gone to join the Revolution. I, too, 
had been drawn into the sea of sorrow at that time. 

That adorable image suddenly appeared before in reality 
one day. This was the real image, the very person who came to 
me, and I felt his-^eyes looking at me with deep feeling. 

T am so glad you have come. I want to talk to you and have 
not time to write to you,’ I said tenderly, for I was full of joy. 

‘What is it?’ 

‘Would you believe it, I am going to join the Army!’ Although 
I said it with a smile there was dignity in my voice. He began to 
look alarmed. 

‘I cannot believe it. You are only joking.’ 

‘No, I am in earnest.’ 

‘You cannot suffer the hardships of such a life.’ 

‘I want to train myself for it.’ 

‘Have you such determination?’ Instead of his usual smile he 
looked sorrowful. 

‘I have already sent in my name as a candidate.’ 

‘Think it over very carefully first. I hope to have a long talk 
with you before you decide.’ 

‘No more thinking is needed. You should support my re- 
solution unconditionally.’ 

‘. . .’ He looked down on the ground in silence, and I knew 
that his heart was full of indescribable sorrow. But strangely 
enough I did not feel sorry for him. Rather like a condemned 
person I felt I was suddenly reprieved, and I smiled very brightly 
at him. 

‘I am going back to-morrow. Tell me, can we meet again? 
Somehow or other his voice was rather tragic and moved my 
heart. I began to feel lonely, but I was determined. 

‘We will meet at the front. I hope you will join the Army too. 

‘. . .’ His wordless reply came to me when I perceived that his 
eyes were glistening with tears. 

Well, well, that was the last time I saw him. I said nothing and 
accompanied him to the gate of the school, and watched him with 
my eyes full of tears to see the image of him gradually disappear. 



Part Three 

MY ARMY LIFE 

Chapter XVI 
JOINING THE ARMY 

I SHALL be grateful to my second elder brother until my death. 
It can be said that it was almost entirely because of him that I 
was able to join the Army. 

During the summer vacation of 1926 I accompanied him to the 
Tao Shon Temple of the Yo Lu Mountain for his convalescence 
from consumption. At that time my mind was still deeply impressed 
with the image of the smiling young man, and I was downhearted 
and sometimes silent for a whole day. All I read was such books 
as The Pavilion of Peony^ The Notepaper of the SwallowSy The 
Romance of the Western Chamber and The Love Story of the Lute, 
My second elder brother was very angry with me, and one day 
he wrote a very long letter telling my father about me, and also 
scolded me severely. These words of his still linger in my memory: 

‘You woman, what a worthless creature you are! The bloody 
bell of the time has been sounded, and you are still snoring loudly 
in your dreams. Such stories of handsome young men and beautiful 
maidens should have been thrown away long ago, there is no 
meaning in them. The one is just like the other. You are an 
awakened woman and you used to like the new literature. Why 
don^t you read some revolutionary works?' 

He gave me The A,B,C, of Communismy An Elementary Treatise 
on Socialism, and some other introductory works to revolution. 
I immediately became interested in these books, and the image 
in my mind began to fade away gradually. The object of my 
writings also began to shift in the opposite direction. As I saw 
the life of many of the working people in the country, I began 
to describe their life and their sufferings, and these works were 
all published in the popular Daily News edited by my third elder 
brother. On the night before I sent in my name as a candidate for 
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the Military School, I and my third elder brother went into my 
second ‘elder brother's room in the Min Teh School to discuss 
whether I could be a good soldier. 

T opposed her going to join the Army. The life in the Army is 
dry, mechanical and hard. All day long the soldiers spend their 
time in “Attention," “At ease" and so on. Absolute obedience is 
their duty. Their brains are rusted through lack of use. To join 
the Army is not suitable for a person with literary talent, and on 
top of that I do not think her health would allow her to suffer the 
hardships.' That was what my third elder brother said. 

‘Your observations are all wrong. If she wants to create powerful 
and colourful works, in short, masterpieces, she must undergo 
some extraordinary life. To join the Army is to train her body, 
to nourish her mind and to furnish material tor her writing. In 
short, it would give her every advantage and no disadvantage.' 

Of course my second elder brother's views were entirely right, 
and my third elder brother had to give up his opposition, and we 
had no quarrel about it. As for myself, there is no need to say 
that even if they had both opposed my going, I would still have 
joined. Besides, my mother would force me to marry during the 
coming winter, and in order to get out of this difficulty I must 
leave the city of Changsha. But where could I go, a girl under 
twenty years of age and without half a piece of cash to bless herself 
with? Where could I go with a heart that w^as already wounded in 
youth? On this point I had the special sympathy of my second 
elder brother, as he himself was suffering from a marriage arranged 
by others, so he tried his best to get me into the Army. He said: 

‘This is the only way to free yourself. To join in the Revolution 
will enable you to solve all the other problems of marriage and the 
future.' 

I believe that all the girl students who wanted to join the Army 
had as their motive, in nine cases out of ten, to get away from their 
families, by whom they were suppressed. They all wanted to find 
their own way out. But the moment they put on their uniform and 
shouldered their guns, their ideas became less selfish. By "that 
time a girl began to think of the 1,250,000,000 oppressed people, 
the responsibility for whom she was taking on her shoulders. 
Most of our schoolmates who enlisted did so unknown to their 
families but not unknown to the school — for our headmaster, Mr. 
Shu, was the only person who was in favour of our joining the 
4 
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Army. All the other schools forbade their girl students to enlist, 
so they secretly went to enlist as candidates for the Military School. 
Those who passed the examination were happy and overjoyed, 
and it is impossible to describe their cheerfulness in words. I still 
remember very clearly how, on an afternoon when it was pouring 
in torrents, 250 brave young soldiers, both male and female, 
gathered in the East Station at Changsha waiting for the train to 
carry them away. Many elderly ladies and young girls came to bid 
us farewell, and they secretly wiped away their tears with their 
handkerchiefs. But we were not sorry, at least I myself was not. 
I said: 

‘You people mustn’t cry. You should encourage us to go and 
kill our enemies.’ 

Just then a young man unexpectedly came running towards me 
in the pouting rain and, panting for breath, handed me a pink 
envelope. He was the editor of Flame, a man utterly unknown to 
me. I was very sorry for him because I had no time to read the 
letter, and it was put aside for a very long time. Since I had 
decided to discard that image from my mind, anybody who came 
to offer me his warm feelings only received a douche of cold 
water. 

We, the fifty girl soldier students, were all crowded into one 
car, and there was no room to sit down. We were rather like 
refugees, taking our small suitcases and bundles of clothes with 
us. This car had originally been meant for goods, so but for two 
iron doors there was not even a small window, and as we were 
miserable in the dark we began to sing loudly: 

‘Arise, ye starvelings, from your slumbers. 

Arise, ye criminals of want!’ 

The moment we began to sing we felt happier, and we thought 
that we could really congratulate ourselves on the beginning of 
our new life and on our bright future. Every one of us was crazy, 
intoxicated, singing and jumping about. 



Chapter XVII 


COUNTRY GIRLS AND THE TRAIN 

About five o’clock in the afternoon the train stopped at a certain 
station. I and Shu Yun hurriedly jumped out of the trnin and ran 
to a country house opposite th<^ station. Many people looked at us 
with surprise in their eyes, but they did not stop us nor ask us the 
reason. It was inexcusably stupid and lacking in common sense 
that though it was our first trip by train we neglected to ask a vital 
question. We had the courage to become soldiers, could we not 
have had the courage to ask whether there was a lavatory on the 
train? \^,were the biggest fools in the world! 

When we came out from the little house, only about two hundred 
yards from the station, we could not see our train any more. We were 
greatly alarmed, and like two mad dogs we started to run in the 
direction the train had gone. Four eyes looked ahead and four 
feet ran along, sometimes knocking against the iron rails and some- 
times stumbling over the stones. Shu Yup was short and fat, so 
she often tumbled over, got up and then fell down again, rolling 
ahead rather than running along. Poor creatures, could there be’ 
more stupid people than we in the world, who were trying to 
overtake the train? 

‘We cannot overtake it. Let us turn back,’ I said with dis- 
appointment. I did not know how far we had gone, but as we 
turned back we could not see the station any more. There were 
trees on both sides of us. Darkness began to descend. There were 
no houses and no travellers to be seen, and we began to tremble 
with fear. We started immeditaely to run back to where we had 
come from. 

Our hearts were full of regret and disappointment. 

‘Stupid pigs! We’re just a pair of stupid pigs,’ Shu Yun said, 
almost with tears in her eyes. 

‘I am a country girl who has never been on a train before. But 
you come from Li Ling, which is served by a train. Don’t you 
know how long the train stops at each station and where we could 
have found the lavatory?’ I demanded of her, which made her 
more sorry than before. 
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‘The devil! You are a country girl, so am I. What more do I 
know about the train than you?* 

Down-hearted, we went into the house which we had not long 
since left with numerous ‘Thank you*s!* on our lips. A middle- 
aged woman asked us sarcastically: 

‘The train has gone. I wonder what you are going to do?* 

‘We will wait for the next train.* 

‘Don*t wait here. Go and wait at the station.* 

At that time we were very grateful to her, and as we were like 
two lost children in the woods, we were happy that suddenly 
somebody had come to give us advice. Therefore we went im- 
mediately to a place near the iron rails where we had got down. 

We sat there waiting, waiting and waiting! One hour, two hours, 
three hours passed away, but there was no sign of the train coming 
from Changsha. The country was already wrapped in darkness, 
and we began to tremble with fear. Where were we going to spend 
the night? Where could we go to sleep? We were two girls from 
the country, without money and without luggage. Who would 
take us? We thought of kidnappers and were worrying ourselves 
to death. When we thought of kidnappers it seemed as if big, 
terrible shapes were moving towards us, with huge arms stretched 
out to get us. I said to my friend in a trembling voice: 

‘Shu Yun, let us go immediately to find some place to sleep. 
Staying here waiting for the train is too dangerous.* 

We held each other’s hands very tightly and crept in the dark 
to find our way to the nearest village. 

‘Madam, please will you open the door?* Through the crevice 
of the door we could see lamplight. We knocked on the door 
lightly and heard people speaking inside. 

‘Who is that?* It was a cold and fierce voice, and our courage left 
us. Our legs began to give way and we felt we could not stand erect. 
‘Let us try at another house,* Shu said softly to me. 

‘Madam, please have pity on us and open your door.* 

‘Go away. We do not give anything, to beggars.* That was the 
voice of an elderly lady, and it was gentle. 

‘Elderly madam, we are not beggars. We are two girl students 
who have just lost their train. Please open your door and let us 
come in.* 

Though we were not beggars, our plight was much worse than 
that of a beggar. 



MY ARMY LIFE 97 

‘At such a time of night how can there be good girls outside? 
I woh’t open the door.* 

Gk)od heavens! We were taken for some horrible creatures. 
Nobody would take us in. Where were we going to spend the night? 
A man’s voice reached us; it did not sound very good. 

‘I welcome you!* 

We felt as if we had met with a tiger. We turned in the 
opposite direction and ran away. We approached another house 
and tried once more. 

The lady of this house after hearing our knock opened the door 
immediately, but when she saw that the knockers were girls, the 
expression on her face immediately changed from welcome to 
displeasure. We learnt later on that her daughter-in-law was 
giving birth to a child. It was a superstition of the country that 
if a man came to the house at the time, then the new-born baby 
would be a son, therefore we were not welcome. 

‘Elderly madam, could we stay the night here? We have lost 
our train.* 

‘No, my daughter-in-law is going to have a baby and we are 
very busy and cannot possibly take you in. You had better go to 
another house.* 

‘It is very late now, and we do not know the roads. In the dark 
the dogs are very fierce and will bite us. Where can we go? Please 
elderly madam, tell us where we can go.* 

Either it was because she took pity on us, or else that she wanted 
to be sure of getting rid of us, but she sent somebody to take us 
to a shop which was kept by a widow and her daughter. 

We were treated as two monsters dropped down suddenly from 
the sky, and many villagers came to surround us and stare at us. 

I was specially suspicious when I saw strange looking men staring 
at us, and when they whispered to each other I suspected they 
were planning some mischief. 

I said in English to Shu Yun: 

‘We must not sleep to-night in case something unexpected 
happens.* She nodded her head and looked at me with a bitter 
smile. 

Strangely enough, while we were suspicious in case they were 
not respectable people, they on their side suspected that we were 
bad women. Alas, there will always be misunderstandings between 
man and man. 
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Our hostess was really very hospitable. She cooked us an 
evening meal and made beds on two cupboards for us to sleep. As 
these were in the same room as the mother and daughter, our imnds 
were really at ease. However, we did not sleep a wink that night, 
but kept on talking to each other until daylight. In the morning I 
found that I had a silver dollar in my pocket, and I presented it 
to the hostess for the hospitality of the night. 

Like two truants going back to their school, we walked demurely 
towards the foreign building near the station. A man in uniform 
with dark spectacles came from one of the rooms and asked us: 

‘Are you the two girl students who passed the examination for 
the Central Military and Political School? Did you come from the 
train leaving Changsha at two o’clock yesterday afternoon, and 
did you miss the train here?’ 

‘Yes. How did you know?’ 

Now we heaved a deep sigh of relief, and from our minds a 
very heavy weight was removed. 

‘Oh! Why didn’t you come and report here earlier? You made 
us ring up every station to locate where you were, and we have 
sent people about to look for you. Go and wait on the platform. 
The express from Changsha will arrive almost immediately. You 
mustn’t miss it this time.’ 

We made repeated deep bows of ninety degrees to him, who we 
were later to learn was the station-master. He did not return our 
salute, for he had already gone back to his office to telephone a 
report saying that we were found. 

When we got into the train we saw Mr. Li, one of the students 
who was in our party, and asked him: 

‘Hey, why are you here?’ 

We were overjoyed, and shouted to him. He replied: 

‘Commissioner Chiu sent me to look for you two. He said that 
you two were the best students who passed the examination and 
no matter what happened you must be found.’ 

‘Ha, hal’ Shu and I laughed and laughed. Who would have 
thought that these two ‘best’ students were such miserable fools? 



Chapter XVIII 


EXPELLED AGAIN 

What could be more comic in the world? Before I went into this 
new school I was expelled. It was almost unbelievable. 

Here are the facts: 

The Committee of the entrance examination had originally 
determined to take one hundred boy and twenty girl students, 
but as there were more than two thousand candidates and all their 
papers were so good, and as they had received many petitions from 
the candidates to increase the number of students, they at last 
decided to take two hundred boys and fifty girls. 

But who would have thought that when we arrived at Wu Chang 
the matter would be changed? It was stated that according to in- 
structions from higher up the establishment of this school was 
to train revolutionary soldiers out of the people of every province, 
therefore the number from each province should be the same. 
Now, the province of Hunan had taken more students than its 
share, therefore the number of students had to be reduced 
accordingly. They only wanted one hundred boys and twenty 
girls and no more, so they decided to have another examination 
and eliminate the rest. 

When this news reached us we were as sorrowful as if we had 
been condemned to death. It seemed as if a piece of black cloth 
had been placed before our eyes and our bright future had sud- 
denly become dark. 

‘No, none of us should be eliminated. We should be admitted 
to the school en bloc' This was suggested by someone, and everyone 
agreed. 

‘Yes, let us protest against this second examination. We demand 
that we shall be admitted to the school unconditionally.* 

We gathered together and I shouted this aloud. 

‘This is really a joke. If they want revolutionary people to be 
trained for work, the numbers should be the more the better. 
The only worry is that there aren’^nough of them. How can they 
say that they want to decrease the number of revolutionary people? 
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If the students of Hunan province are so enthusiastic about 
throwing away their pens and joining the Army, it proves that 
they are all people of ideas and have the spirit of sacrifice. They 
have a profound understanding of revolution. This is a thing 
which should be encouraged, and from the revolutionary point of 
view they should take all these young people and train them to 
serve the country, so that they can help the suffering masses. 

‘Now, it seems that the Government is acting in the opposite 
direction. They want to reduce the number of people who want to 
join the Revolution, and say it is best to send them back to school 
to study their books. They say they want to develop the revolu- 
tionary influence on an average basis, but in reality they are 
obstructing the advance of the revolutionary youth. None of us 
must be eliminated! Whatever happens, we must all be admitted 
to the school together.* 

This speech was loudly applauded, and another girl, whose 
nickname was ‘Big Sister Iron,* said in a very husky voice: 

‘My schoolmates and my sisters, when we decided to join the 
Army we decided to sacrifice ourselves. We severed relations with 
our families to serve the Revolution. Our aim was not only to 
save our suffering selves but also the oppressed masses. Especially 
when we girls joined the Army it was a history-making event 
without any precedent. Since the Government gave an equal 
chance to the girls, enabling us to work for the nation and for 
society', it has been a blessing to women. While we were all so 
happy about this, the announcement that nearly two hundred of 
our numbers would be sent back was a fatal blow. I appeal to you, 
my sisters. We must protest against being sent back. What can 
we do if we go back? Our families will not recognise us as their 
daughters and our schools will not take us back as their students. 
We have nowhere to go. We have the spirit of revolution and we 
have the determination to sacrifice, but we are not being given a 
chance and there is no place for us. But in revolution there is 
only advance and no retreat. We must never turn back. Every 
one of us must go into the Military School.* 

After this speech everybody was more than ever determined to 
protest against the second examination, and so in five minutes a 
committee to end the second examination was formed. On that 
very afternoon all of us went over the Yangtze River to Hankow 
to petition the Military Council, the secretary-in-chief of which was 
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Qeneral Tang San-Chi. All the students stood in formation outside 
the Government building, and the petition paper was handed in 
by ten representatives. 

Of course, the verbal answer we received was fairly satisfactory 
and helpful. General Tang at once promised to send a wire to 
Nanking asking for further instructions, and in the meantime he 
promised that he would do his best so as*to enable us to train for 
revolutionary purposes. 

Three days went by and no news came. On the fourth day, 
early in the morning, a boy student came to the hotel where the 
girls were staying. He said: 

‘Woe to us, woe to us! Most of the students from Hunan have 
already gone to attend the second examination. Those who refused 
to be examined again will never be allowed to enter the school, 
and above all, the ten representatives have been expelled, according 
to a notice just made public.* 

‘What, the representatives expelled! Then I . . . I . . .* 

It was like a thunderbolt in the middle of the night. I was 
dumbfounded. Although I knew that being selected as a repre- 
sentative I was acting in the interests of all, and if I should be 
sacrificed I would have no regret, nevertheless there was an 
indescribable sorrow in my mind. 

On the next day it was reported in the newspapers that the 
Hunan students attended the second examination, and that the 
representatives had been expelled. When I saw my name in the 
report I felt very sorrowful. I realised that if I failed to join the 
Army this time, there would be no other way for me. Though 
my school might take me back, my mother would force me to 
marry, and I would have no chance to continue my studies but 
my life would be swallowed up by the monster of the old-fashioned 
society. As for my wish to serve the Revolution, it would never 
come to me again. This was the end. All my hopes were gone. 
Despair, despair! The extensive Tung Ting lake perhaps might be 
the place to drown myself. 

While I was lamenting my fate my second elder brother saw the 
news of my expulsion. He tried his best to comfort me and was 
very anxious to help me. First he went to the Military School to 
see the acting president, and asked him to help me, but all the 
reply he got was: ‘‘I cannot help. The orders came from above 
and they will never take them back.’ 

4 * 
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‘But my younger sister is really a courageous girl. If you 
don’t allow her to join the Revolution it will be a great pity. 
You must try to help her.’ My second elder brother never gave 
up his entreaties. 

‘No, the only way is to let her enlist for the political class.’ 

Disappointed, my second elder brother came back with this 
news. 

The political class was specially organised by General Tang. 
Because he had promised to help us, and had then received the 
order from Nanking that the second examination must take place 
to eliminate more than one hundred students, he thought it would 
be a pity to send us back and so he had specially established this 
political class for the rejected students. The term of the training 
was eight months, and the classes were held in Hankow. Big 
Sister Iron and other expelled representatives, together with all 
those who did not pass the second examination, all went to enlist 
for this political class, but I refused to do so, and waited to see 
what my second elder brother could do for me. 

‘Hurrah, my younger sister! There is a way out.’ My second 
elder brother rushed in as happy as anything. ‘A large number of 
students come from the North, where they cannot hold examina- 
tions, so they are examined here. If you change to a new name 
and say that you come from the North, you could be one of the 
Northern candidates.’ 

This was a rare chance, but also risky. If the school authorities 
found out that I was an expelled student, the situation would go 
from bad to worse. But I was determined to become a soldier, 
and was willing to take any risks. I took my photograph with me 
and went to enlist. My name I gave as Hsieh Ping-Ying, and for my 
native place I put down Peking. 

‘Where is your school certific^e? Haven’t you got it with you?’ 
a clerk in uniform asked me seriously. 

‘No, I haven’t. Don’t you know that all we students from the 
North, being under the control of the military lords, had to leave 
in secret? Many of us have no certificates.’ 

I thought this excuse very sound, but another clerk asked me: 

‘Are you from Peking? You have a marked Hunan accent.’ My 
heavens! He seemed to, know my secret! 

‘Yes, I was bom in Peking, but I spent most of my childhood in ^ 
Hunan.’ Although I tried to be very calm in appearance, my heart 
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went pit-a-pat. All the clerks seemed to be suspicious of me, and 
I \Vas quite ready to escape in despair. 

Suddenly I realised that the room was crowded with other 
students who wanted to enlist, and I quickly made way for them 
to come forward. 

On the day of the examination I, the only Southerner, was 
mixing with more than a thousand Northerners. But when I heard 
everybody talking with a northern accent I felt I was in North 
China. Nearly all of them, boys and girls, were big hefty people, 
with coarse dark skins, and full of robust beauty. I liked their 
faces, which were kindly and full of smiles. My first impression 
of the Northerners was that they were sincere, genuine and 
honest. 

My temperament is exactly like the Northerners, but in appear- 
ance I looked just their opposite. I am small in stature and have 
a paler skin, and above all I cannot speak with a northern accent. 
Otherwise I just felt that I was one of them. 

Either because I did my papers very hurriedly, or because the 
questions in the examination were very easy, on those two days 
I was always the first to hand in my papers. The examiners 
seemed to pay special attention to me, and whenever I handed in 
my papers at the desk they would always stare at me, and I was 
afraid that probably they knew my secret. Until the result was 
known I felt as if I was sitting on a cushion of pins. 

‘Congratulations! congratulations! You have passed first on the 
list!’ When a friend gave me this news I could scarcely believe my 
ears. I thought he was joking with me. Even if I' had only suc- 
ceeded in being the last on the list I would have been more than 
happy. Full of excitement, I went to see the list. It was in the 
Academy of Hunan and Hupeh. I raised my eyes and actually 
saw that I was first, and I cannot possibly describe how happy 
I was. 

A soldier! In a few days I should be a soldier, and my new life 
would begin. Hurrah! 

That night my second elder brother treated me to wine and 
special dishes, and also invited a few other friends to join in the 
celebration. I,, who had been expelled, was now admitted at the 
top of the list. It was a joy of which I had never dreamt. 



Chapter XIX 


SERVING IN THE RANKS 

This, of course, I remember very clearly. On the 25th of November 
1926, in the afternoon we moved into the Central Military and 
Political School and were quartered in the girl students’ depart- 
ment. The moment we entered that building we saw many groups 
of young ladies dressed in delicate coloured garments whispering 
to each other. What they were saying I could not tell, though their 
faces expressed sorrow and disappointment. There was one who 
was secretly wiping her tears with her sleeve. 

‘Why do you cry? You needn’t be sorry. If you cannot go out 
to-day, we will see what we can do to-morrow.’ This was whispered 
to her by a friend. 

When I heard this I knew that it was about leaving the school. 

‘What is the matter? Is it that all those who came in to-day are 
not allowed to go out again?’ I said to someone who had come in 
before me. 

‘Yes. Nobody is allowed to go out again.’ 

‘Then perhaps to-morrow?’ 

‘Nor to-morrow. I heard that we are allowed to go out once a 
month.’ 

I wished I had not asked her. Otherwise it would not have 
disturbed me so much?, We all thought that if we could just leave 
our luggage in first, later on we could go back to our hotel again, 
and have a farewell supper. Besides, we had left a few odds and 
ends to be collected later on. If we were only allowed to go out 
once a month we had as good as entered a prison. While we were 
talking about this kind of imprisonment, a little bugler boy of 
about 14 or 15 came to us and blew; 

‘Te-te-te, ta-ta-te-ta.’ 

Very soon three officers in uniform came out. Among them one 
was a woman, but that could only be distinguished after careful 
examination because there was no difference in their dress. While 
I was looking at them like this, I suddenly heard one of the officers 
shout: 
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‘To formationl’ * 

Crowding, crowding, crowding, we rushed together, and soon 
we got into formation by ourselves, with the tall and short ones 
all mixed together. Some of the girls, to whom the female officer 
looked ridiculous, began to giggle. 

‘Quick, quick, get into formation, and don’t laugh.’ 

The officer was very severe in his appearance, and we all 
shuddered a little. 

We stood there for nearly an hour before we were divided into 
three formations, according to our height. I was the thirty-third 
of the third division, for most of them were much taller than I, 
and there were only ten or a dozen girls who were slightly shorter 
than I. I patted the shoulder of the girl next to me. 

‘You are too small. How can you shoulder a heavy rifle?’ 

‘Ha, ha! You think, you are very big yourself. Don’t you know 
that you are just a tiny soldier like myself?’ 

‘Stop talking!’ That was our first warning. We looked at each 
other and still smiled a bit, and felt we were getting something 
more than we had bargained for. 

Soon five men carrying two parcels of uniforms each came out 
from the building, and as the officer called the roll, each of us 
was given a suit of uniform in grey cotton, a military hat, a pair 
of shoes with rubber soles, a pair of straw sandals, two pairs of 
black socks, a pair of putees in grey cloth, and a leather belt 
about two inches in width. When these things were distributed, 
the officer — ^whom we later learnt was a lieutenant — ^instructed 
us how to put on the putees and the leather belt, and how to 
salute. 

‘Go to your dormitories immediately and throw away your fine 
ladies’ clothes. Put on the uniform, and from to-day onwards you 
are no longer delicate ladies but girl soldiers.’ 

When we heard this ‘we burst out into loud laughter. The 
lieutenant did not scold us, but his fierce looks stopped our 
laughter. He went on: 

‘Most important of all, you must wash away ydur rouge and 
powder, not leaving a trace of them on your faces. All your hair 
should be cut short. If you can shave it all off, like the men, all 
the better.’ / 

‘Oh!’ we alP exclaimed in alarm, but the lieutenant looked 
fiercer than before and all his kind demeanour was gone. 
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^ ‘You must realise in the first place that in coming here you are 
not entering a comfortable school, where you are still regarded 
as delicate ladies. You are now soldiers, and from to-day onwards 
you must learn the duty of a soldier, which is to obey and to 
serve.’ 

As soon as we heard this we were encouraged, and truly enough, 
from that day onwards, we considered ourselves soldiers and 
began to discard our former silly habits. 

When we were dismissed we went to our dormitories to 
change into the uniform, and these were some of the remarks I 
heard among my fellow-students: 

‘To discard our furs will really be very coldl’ 

‘This hat is a disgrace!’ 

‘I have never seen such a pair of socks in my life!’ 

‘Ai . . . Ya . . . This uniform is too big for me. I look like a 
character in a puppet show!’ 

This made us laugh again. 

In twenty minutes we were all transformed into rough but 
sprightly soldiers. 

For the first time we went to the dining-room in formation, 
and we were ordered to finish our meal in ten minutes. If you 
have finished it earlier, you were not allowed to go out of the 
dining-room by yourself but must wait until the end of the ten 
minutes, when the officer on duty would shout ‘Attention!’ and 
then you must stand up. Then you went out in formation to the 
open ground to be dismissed there. 

In the evening Sergeant Chen, who was in charge of the girls, 
came to lecture us. He was a tall man of about forty years of age. 
He was thin, and his face was pock-marked. To exaggerate a 
little, his face looked like a pine-apple. His outward appearance 
seemed to tell us that he was a gentle and kind man, not at all 
like a soldier, but he made a different impression on us when he 
returned our salute by stretching out his five fingers as if he 
was going to slap our faces. One of us burst into laughter, and the 
rest were quite ready to follow, when suddenly his eyes gave us 
a very severe warning. 

His voice was quite mild, but he had a pet phrase which would 
make anybody giggle. He began almost all his sentences and 
remarks with the phrase ‘by the time.’ For instance, he would 
say, ‘By the time you have come here.’ ‘by the time you have 
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resolved to sacrifice,’ ‘by the time you discard your romantic 
t)ioughts,’ ‘by the time you are not depending on others,’ and 
‘by the time you are not lazy again,’ and so on. Sometimes, when 
the sentence should begin with the phrase ‘by the time,’ then he 
would say ‘by the time, by the time,’ and we had to bite our lips 
in order to suppress our giggles. 

After his lecture the roll was again called. We were told that 
this was earlier than ordinary bedtime, but because this was 
our first night and as we h^d to get up at 5.30 the next morning 
for morning drill, we were allowed to go to sleep a little earlier 
on that night. 

Alas, how could we go to sleep? It was only eight o’clock and 
there were more than forty of us in one room. It was not furnished 
in any other way than with some hard boards for our beds, a grey 
blanket each as a mattress, and a coverlet over that. We had 
always been accustomed to sleeping on spring mattresses, and 
most of us were used to warm silk coverlets, so we were not at all 
comfortable. 

‘When the light is turned off, nobody is allowed to speak. 
Anybody caught speaking will be punished to-morrow!’ 

The political instructress came to inspect the dormitories, and 
the atmosphere was immediately tense. She looked at each bed 
by the light of a torch, and told us not to cover our heads with the 
coverlet and not to catch cold. In a way she was like our mother, 
looking after us. 

We really came into a new world on that night. 

‘I am not dreaming? Why am I sleeping here?’ 

In the middle of the night I was awakened by the sound of 
the night watch. I opened my eyes and saw pale moonlight shining 
into the room from the windows. The room seemed to resemble the 
big common ward in a hospital, and I could hear the loud snoring 
of some of the occupants. I could not go to sleep again because I 
thought in a few hours time I should be shouldering a gun ana 
become a soldier, shouting ‘One, two, three, four’ on the drill 
ground. When a person becomes too happy or too excited, he is 
unable to go to sleep all night. His mind is full of thoughts, just 
like millions of sparks dancing around him. In the quiet of the 
night I would have liked to shout and jump about. 

The girl who slept next to me also woke upi She yawned, and 
asked me quietly."* ^ 



Io8 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A CHINESE GIRL 

‘Do you know what time it is? Shall we get up soon?’ 

‘Very soon. It is already past three o’clock.’ 

At first there were only two of us talking to each other, but 
by and by many others woke up and joined in. At last we all got 
up, because we had been told that we were only given ten minutes 
to dress, including making our beds, putting on our puttees and 
washing. So we decided to begin earlier, and just about four 
o’clock we were all on the drill ground. 

‘Hey, what is the matter? The buglq^ has not sounded, why did 
you all get up? Too early, too early! Go back to your dormitories 
and sleep. Don’t stop here.’ 

Our lieutenant came to us. When he saw a group of dark shapes 
moving about on the parade ground he was very much surprised. 
He did not know that every one of us was there. 

‘No, officer! We dare not go to sleep again, in case the bugle 
should not waken us, so we decided to wait here on the parade 
ground for the bugle.’ I made this reply, and at that time I did 
not realise that before you answer your superior you should click 
your heels, stand at attention, and begin your remarks by saying 
‘Report!’ 

‘Yoa are quite enthusiastic, which is a very good sign, but I 
hope you will maintain this kind of spirit always.’ 

Evidently he overlooked my lack of formality because it was 
the first time we had been in the school. 

We began our life there by attending four classes in science 
and four classes in drill, A rifle is very heavy — I think it must 
be over thirty catties. There were six of the girls who were as 
short as Shu Yun, and though I wasn’t much taller than they 
were, every time we went to drill we could not help smiling at 
them. When we were practising running, these girls could hardly 
bear the weight of their rifles. But that was only for the first few 
days. After a week of training we had all become short but smart 
soldiers. It is rather strange to realise that, although we had 
always been free and romantic and comfortable in our life, we 
did not feel it at all insufferable when we were suddenly thrust 
into life in the Army, where we had to obey and were trained in 
a mechanical way, and had to endure hardship. None of us thought 
of deserting because of this uncomfortable way of living. The only 
thing we felt to be at all inconvenient to us was that during 
the time of trailing, which was three months, after which we 
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became proper soldiers, we were only allowed to go out once a 
month. 

Winter came with big snowflakes on the roof. When other 
people were having sweet dreams in their comfortable beds, 
covered with snow-white sheets, we were impressing our footprints 

on the white snow and shouting ‘One — two — one — two — one 

two — three — four. ’ 



Chapter XX 


‘DOWN WITH LOVEr 

As soon as we had learned^ to sing the song of ‘Struggle/ everyone 
of us liked to hum all the time this chorus: 

‘Train quickly to become the vanguard of the people, 

To wipe away the old ways, and down with love. 

Accomplish the Socialist Revolution, you great womenP 
And every time we sang the phrase ‘Down with love!’ we would 
always shout specially loudly, as if we wanted to warn all our 
friends that during the time of our mission we were not giving 
any thought to love. 

The spring wind is soft and warm and intoxicating, and the 
Goddess of Spring brings sweet seeds of love with her which she 
spreads in the hearts of young men and women. But in the mean- 
time there was the god who came to spread hot blood over the 
brave soldiers, male and female. With him came the harsh sound 
of the bugle, which wakened them from their dreams and told 
them to kill their enemies. We came out from rosy palaces and 
went towards the Socialist battleground, where many skeletons 
were laid. In this place were discarded our narrow ideas of life, 
which widened out to become a universal love for the oppressed 
people of the whole world, a life of comradeship. 

Nevertheless, there were a few boy and girl comrades who 
were in love with each other, but there was one guiding principle 
before them. One must ask oneself first of all whether the lover 
was standing on the same side of the front, whether they were 
sincerely revolutionary and would sacrifice all for the cause. In 
short, their love must be a revolutionary love. 

It only stands to reason that the girls who had been oppressed 
by the old moral code would look immediately for some kind of 
new thought when they had just come out from their iron cage. 
But in practice it was not so. Neither did they think that love was 
all important, nor had for them its mysteries. Their most urgent 
need was this — revolution. On revolution they had put their future 
and their happiness. They knew that unless the old system was 

no 
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completely shattered, womankind could never be freed. To create 
a hapjf)iness which could be enjoyed by all members of society was 
the most urgent need of mankind. Personal love is a private and 
selfish affair and is of no consequence. While we were all quite 
ready to sacrifice our lives for the welfare of the masses, we con- 
sidered love as a plaything entirely belonging to the idle rich. 

• That was our thought anH that was our understanding of love. 

One early morning, during my second month of training, the 
officer on duty handed me a very thick letter. It was from him — that 
image which had haunted me in the days of my first love. I felt 
the letter to be very heavy, like a piece of lead in my hand. My 
friends looked at me and smiled, and they said it must be another 
sweet love letter from one of my admirers. At that time I was 
editing the daily paper of the Military School, and consequently 
I used to receive letters very often. When I looked at the hand- 
writing on the envelope, I felt as if my hand had touched an 
electric wire. My mind was absorbed and I felt uneasy, but I 
anxiously waited until we were dismissed and then I went to a 
corner of the parade ground to read the letter. 

Good heavens, what was he doing! The notepaper was full of 
bloodstains, the handwriting was awful. I had no courage to 
finish the letter and hurriedly put it into my pocket. Had the 
letter come a few months ago I would have treasured it' above all 
things in the world, but now, alas, I had no time for such things. 
I had dedicated my life to the masses. The complete trend of my 
thought was now altered. 

I would really have liked to tear this letter into a thousand 
pieces, or to burn it so that nothing of it would be left, but con- 
flicting thoughts again entered my mind and at last I was impelled 
to re-open the letter and to read its passionate words. 

He hoped that I would accept his earnest love and he would 
like to join me for ever, wherever I might go. 

While I was in a dilemma, the sound of the bugle came to me, 
and I ran to the training ground. 

‘Whose love letter is that?* Shu Yun asked me in a whisper. 

‘No.’ I shook my head resolutely, but I was almost in tears. 

Shu Yun was my best friend, and we had no secrets from each 
other. On that night I showed her the blood-stained letter, and 
she said: 

‘Alas, what a pity that he is not one of our comrades!’ 
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It was from reliable sources that we knew he was acting contrary 
to our cause. Alas, what was there to be said? This was the end. 

Prompted by my sentiments, I eventually wrote an answer to 
him, asking him to come to Wu Chang immediately to join us in 
our work. But the letter was gone for a month, then for two 
months, and still no reply came. I realised that his letter must 
have been prompted by his temporary feelings, and that nothing 
could change his ideals. I could not possibly love a man who 
wjs not my comrade. I must banish his image from my mind 
for ever. In fact, he was one of my enemies, and I should treat 
him with cruelty. This was a time when we should place reason 
before sentiment. If our cause was the same, then we could be 
friends, otherwise we must be enemies. Finished was my dream 
of first love, banished was that adorable image, banished for ever. 



Chapter XXI 


SOME POINTS ON DISCIPLINE 

One of the boys was nicknamed ‘The Lunatic/ but he was really 
a humorist. He was a very silent fellow, and sometimes he would 
not say a word during the whole course of the day, but his appear- 
ance made him look like a lunatic and induced people to laugh at 
him. He had a very strange way of moving his eyes slowly and 
by so doing he would make us laugh. 

One day, when the captain was working busily at his desk he 
heard somebody shouting outside ‘Report!* The voice was very 
urgent and the captain put down his pen and shouted back ‘Come 
ini’ 

The Lunatic stepped in and made his salute. The captain looked 
at him and asked him what he had to report. The Lunatic came 
forward, took a teapot from the desk and drank like a thirsty 
cow who had come to a pool of clear water. 

‘Hey, what are you doing!* 

The captain was angry, and was on the point of striking the 
Lunatic. 

‘Report! I have finished!* He saluted the captain and turned to 
go away. 

The captain did not know whether to laugh or to be angry, and 
shouted loudly ‘Devil! devil!* 

Another time, when all of us were in the gymnasium to be 
inspected by our conunander-in-chief, and after the officer on 
duty had made the preliminary report, the Lunatic, with his rifle 
on his shoulder, came straight to the commander-in-chief and 
shouted loudly and hurriedly: ‘Report!’ 

‘What!* 

‘Report! I want to go to the lavatory.* 

There was an uproar, and even the commander-in-chief could 
not help smiling, but it was well known that he was a lunatic, 
otherwise he would have been severely punished. 

He was a very artistic person and could draw veiy well. All 
the slogan posters were decorated by hint, and because of this he 
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wa§ well liked by the officers. Sometimes his actions and his words 
were a little out of the ordinary, but when they found him to be 
too much out of control he was shut up in prison for a short 
period. 

A girl soldier, Yun Chen, liked to powder her face slightly, 
and paid extraordinary attention to her dress. Once she went out 
to meet her lover and exceeded her time of leave. On her return 
she was locked up and on the first day was not allowed to eat rice 
or to drink water. Although those who kept watch outside the jail 
were her schoolmates, orders were orders and nobody dared to 
give her anything to eat. If anybody dared to have a peep at her 
by passing the place, the officer on duty would pull a long face 
and say: 

‘Do you want to go in there, too? We will put you in another 
one, if you like.’ 

She was shut up for three days and there was no news of her 
release. We were sorry for her and felt that the lieutenant was 
a little too severe in her punishment. For a first offence more 
leniency should have been shown. We learned that she was only 
allowed to sleep on a hard board with a grey blanket over her, and 
had two bowls of rice and a bowl of water for her daily fare. I 
ventured to ask the lieutenant whether some vegetables could be 
given her, but he said: 

‘No. A soldier who has acted contrary to discipline must be 
treated in this way. She is now a prisoner and should suffer that 
kind of hardship. If you give her nice things to eat, then there is 
no sense in punishment.’ 

‘When will she be released?’ 

‘If she confesses her guilt, she will be freed to-morrow.’ 

Originally she was to be confined for three days, but because 
she was obstinate and would not confess her guilt she was im- 
prisoned for two days more. At the end of the fifth day she used 
some impolite words to the lieutenant, and so she had to stay in 
prison for another two days. When we heard that Yun Chen was 
to be in prison for seven days, we all became cautious ourselves, 
feeling that one day we would taste something like that. When she 
was released she looked much paler and was not so lively as before. 

As military orders are as weighty as mountains and party 
discipline is as hard as iron, I, too, had to be punished some three 
times. But they were not serious offences, and once I was told to 



MY ARMY LIFE 


"5 

Stand facing the wall for an hour because I left the table at meal- 
time, and two other times I was punished for small offences. 
Once it was found by the lieutenant that I had been drawing 
ducks, little cats, little dogs, drums and bugles carelessly on m^ 
desk. He scolded me severely and said: 

‘Romantic literary people are not fit for the work of revolution.’ 

After this I began to be different. I had with me some fiction 
which I liked, but I now threw it away and took only Farmers' 
Revolution, History of Revolution, books on Economics, Politics 
and Military Science. I think I could recite the whole book of 
the. Principles of Infantry Training. 

But, as the old saying is, ‘It is easy to change the shape of a 
mountain and to alter the course of a river, but it is difficult to 
change the nature of man.’ Therefore how could I suppress my 
feelings, especially as I had a very obstinate nature? My childish 
ways could never be entirely suppressed. I remember once when 
we were holding manoeuvres in the country, I dashed to a buffalo 
and sat on his back as soon as I heard the bugle sound ‘Dismiss!’ 
The sergeant who was in charge of us was very angry with me, 
but I said smilingly to him: 

‘Report! As there are no horses in our school for us to practise 
on, I must use this buffalo instead!’ 
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SETTING OUT 

All of a sudden we had an order saying that twenty girls were 
to be picked out to organise a publicity party to join the Northern 
Punitive Expedition. Our objective was Honan. 

‘Report! I want to join the expedition!* 

‘Report! I am a Northerner. I am specially suitable for publicity 
work with the Northern people.* 

‘Report! I am very robust. I want to join the expedition.* 

The lieutenant*s room was as busy as a beehive with so many 
of us going in and coming out. 

‘You all stop! We all have to join in the expedition sooner or 
later, but this time I need only twenty of you who are specially 
robust, or can run very quickly and write or make up public 
speeches. Those who are not selected will have a chance later on.* 
Each one of us hoped that she would be selected. I was particu- 
larly happy because I thought I was the best. I could run and I 
could scribble a little bit. Surely I would be selected. 

Next morning, when the lieutenant was reading out the 
names of those to go to Honan, my name came second. My 
heavens, I hoped I was not wrong! There was no other Hsieh 
Ping-Ying among the girls. I was nearly crazy with joy. As soon as 
we were dismissed I went to pack my things and to write a letter 
to my third elder brother telling him of my departure. On the 
third day he came to see me. I was surprised and happy to see him. 

‘I received your letter last night. It was written in such an 
heroic manner that I gave it immediately to the printers to be 
set up in type so that it could be published in my paper. I im- 
mediately left for the station to catch the 8.30 to come here to 
see you.* There was a tremor in his voice and the tears were not 
far from his eyes. I was afraid that it would be infectious, so I 
turned my eyes away to the slogan poster, ‘A Revolutionary should 
not shed tears but only shed blood.* 

‘Our second elder brother is probably in Honan now. I think 
I am sure to meet him there. My third elder brother, I think you 
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had better go too. If we could all meet in the front line, how happy 
we should beP I forced a smile when I said this to him. 

‘The news that you are setting out has been kept from our 
family. I am sure that if our parents knew that you are going 
they would be very sorry indeed.’ 

I cannot explain, but I felt that my heart was as hard as a stone. 
Instead of feeling sorrowful, I felt happy and excited. 

‘Could you get leave so that you can come out with me to have 
a drink?’ 

‘No. Now that we are soon to set out we should adhere to 
discipline more strictly.* 

‘Well, I had better get back to Chandsha immediately.’ 

‘All right. We will have a drink when I return after the victory.’ 

Bidding me farewell, he went away with tears in his eyes. When 
my schoolmate, who was on duty at the door, saluted him, he 
forgot to return the salute. 

Waiting, waiting, waiting! The day for us to set out never came. 
Those twenty girls who were selected were very anxious to go, 
.but nothing happened. Suddenly a very urgent order came saying 
that the enemy was now near Ting Su Bridge, and that we should 
all set out for battle, as otherwise our enemy might come to 
Wu Chang. 

On that very night our commander-in-chief lectured us in the 
dormitory. We were organised into the Central Independent 
Division, and all of us set out next morning, except about thirty 
girls who were left behind to look after the publicity and nursing 
work. 

At five o’clock in the morning we were ready. Outside the door 
of the girls’ quarters it v/as like a seething river. Thousands of 
people crowded there to see us and bid us farewell. Among the 
excited and huge crowd there were one or two elderly ladies who 
were crying and shouting to the officials: 

‘My girl cannot go to fight. I have only one daughter.’ 

‘My girl cannot go. If she dies, I will die too.’ 

It was a very noisy place. You could hear the sound of bugles, 
laughter, crying and shouting. 

‘Elderly lady, do not be down-hearted, we will come back 
victorious.’ 

‘Elderly lady, do not trouble about your daughter. We all have 
parents. Why should you cry?’ 
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‘Forward, march!^ 

The formation started out amidst loud cheers and to the sound 
of the bugles. 

‘Kill the enemy and come back in victory!* Ix>ud shouting came 
to us from the crowd. ‘Kill the enemy and come back in victory!* 

We shouted back to them, and it was in this spirit that we went 
to the battle-field. 

Fierce fighting was going on at the Ting Su Bridge. When I 
looked out of the train on which we were travelling, I saw there 
were wounded comrades covered with blood lying on stretchers. 
They looked tragic, and sometimes their faint cries were more 
tragic than their looks. I also saw dead people, and soldiers who 
had lost their limbs. Some of the girls wanted to get permission 
from the sergeant to leave the train and give first aid to the 
wounded, and some offered to bury the dead. 

‘No, the train will start immediately. There is more important 
work in front for us to do. The first aid people will come and 
attend to them here very soon.* Our sergeant said this with dignity, 
which made us feel more heroic than ever. I began to realise the 
cruelty and horror of war. 

For three days we had never had a proper meal. We had started 
at six o*clock after a very hurried breakfast, and then we had to 
march until eight or nine o*clock at night before we stopped to 
eat something. Now that we were marching forward we began to 
know that the life of a soldier is the most terrible of any for 
human beings, and we were considered fortunate if we got from 
time to time some very coarse rice with the husks on, which was sure 
to be mixed with a lot of sand and dust. As for anything to go with 
the rice, these things were lacking because they were not very easy 
to carry. In most cases it was just a handful of strong-smelling 
preserved beans sprinkled with salt. Under ordinary circumstances 
these things would not have gone down our throats, but strange 
to relate, when we were really hungry we enjoyed the coarse rice 
and strong-smelling beans better than chicken, fish or meat. 
They went down our throats quicker" than the best of rice, and 
the only trouble was that we did not have enough of them. 

The month of June is the time when men die of the heat. 
Perspiration like rain ran down our cheeks and our backs, and 
our clothes soon became as wet as if we had been plunged into 
water. We felt as if the soles of our feet were walking on hot 



MY ARMY LIFE 


II9 

stones, and the skin was peeling from our faces. ‘Hotl Devilishly 
hotl* was heard everywhere. But we were not dismayed, nor would 
we turn back or desert. Every one of us was willing to endure 
present sufferings, looking for a happier time when our victory 
should come. Sometimes a pail of dirty, muddy water would serve 
us not only to wash in, but to wash our clothes and also to quench 
our thirst. Sometimes it would only ooze out as a swampy pool. 
This kind of life seemed to be full of meaning and full of interest, 
and I began to write my diaiy of the war. 

During the time of our forward march I would snatch a few 
minutes now and again, either in the day-time when we were 
taking a short rest,, or I would sacrifice a short while during our 
times for sleeping, and by the light of an oil lamp, which was very 
dim, I would write dovm the^appenings of the day, using a 
wretched pen and whatever paper I could get hold of, and using 
one of my knees as a writing-desk. I intended to send these pages 
of my diary to the literary editor of the Central Daily News, 
that long-bearded old man, Mr. Sun Fu Yuari, but unfortun- 
ately one day my little bundle containing my blanket, my water- 
bottle and my food box, all disappeared while I was away for a short 
time. At first I thought it must be one of my schoolmates who had 
taken it for me, but later on, after I had enquired from everybody 
in turn and none of them knew anything of it, I realised at last 
that it was gone. It was very hard on me, because I had suffered 
many difficulties to write that diary, and as I never had time to 
read what I had written I could not remember what was in it. 
Because of this unfortunate incident, and because of our forced 
marches, which averaged from eighty to a hundred and twenty li 
a day, I was never able to continue to write. Although I had 
written a few letters about this march, I kept no detailed records 
of the life of that time. 

I had a very queer habit. Whatever I had written once, I hated 
to write a second time. Even when I could remember very dis- 
tinctly what I saw and did, I would not record it once more. 
Therefore a second diary of the war could never be written. 



Chapter XXIII 


AN INCIDENT ON THE ROAD 

When our army arrived at a place somewhere near Hung-Ko and 
Shan- Lin, a crowd of organised farmers was following our forma- 
tion, and with them were three prisbners. These were three rich 
rogues who had oppressed the poor people before the Revolution. 
At night when we stopped at this place, these three men were 
shut in a dark room, and all the good farmers were crazy with 
happiness. They all shouted: 

‘Ha, ha! we never dreamt that the day would come for us to 
settle our account with them!’ 

A boy of fourteen or fifteen was on watch, and he had a stick 
with him. He looked fiercely at the three prisoners. The three men 
were perspiring and panting, but in their eyes there was still a 
flame of cruelty, to show that they must have been very powerful 
persons in times of peace. One of them had a fine beard, and he 
had been arrested in a temple forty li from here. He pretended to 
cry and appealed to us. 

‘Why do you cry? Do you think anybody will have sympathy 
with you?* one of the farmers cried. ‘Ha, ha! so we have got this 
old rascal at last. This is a happy moment indeed.* 

‘Officer, please. These three people were oppressing us farmers 
before the Revolution. I hope you will shoot them.* The leader 
of the Farmers’ Union addressed our lieutenant. 

‘They will be properly tried before they are condemned,* was 
the brief reply from our lieutenant. 

‘Before the Revolution the lives of all the people in the village 
were in their hands, and to-day their lives are in our hands. 
Nevertheless, we will give them a fair trial.* 

All the villagers came to see these three prisoners. There were 
men, women, old men, boys and girls, and on all their faces were 
smiles and happiness. They all wanted to have just one peep 
into the dark room, as if to make sure that they had got these 
dangerous people safe and that they had no means of escaping 
again. 


120 



MY ARMY LIFE 


I2I 


‘Comrades, please go back. We want to have our supper now. 
You can leave the prisoners in our care,’ the little bugler boy 
stood up and said to the crowd. Then he took up his bugle and 
gave the signal for supper. 

‘My comrades, you may all go to your supper. I will watch 
these prisoners for you,’ offered one of the farmers. 

‘All right, and I will join you,’ added another farmer. 

' While we were having supper the villagers went to another part 
of the ground to have a mass meeting. They had selected a jury, 
and they also passed a resolution demanding the lives of the three 
rogues. They elected their own prosecuting counsel. As soon as 
the mass meeting ended, the crowd dispersed, and the head of the 
village came to speak to our lieutenant. 

‘Comrade, please keep a careful watch over the- three men. If 
they escape we will have no end of trouble because they are the 
three most dangerous people in this part of the country.’ 

Our lieutenant assured him that he need not worry, aiid that 
by to-morrow they would be tried and sentence would be passed 
if they were found guilty. 

I was charged to keep watch on that night. Originally that was 
not my duty, but the girl who should have kept watch was called 
away to do an urgent job elsewhere and I was put in her place. 
I was very happy to do this. In ordinary times I would not 
have been willing to keep watch at night if it was dark, as I 
would be imagining that ghosts were coming near me. But to- 
night I was very brave and in high spirits. I felt as if these three 
prisoners had been captured by me, and there was a feeling of 
satisfaction when, shouldering my rifle, I walked to and fro 
guarding the door of the prisoners’ room. 

The elderly man with the white beard made an avrful face at 
me and appealed to me; 

‘Officer, please set me free. I am a good man and they were 
wrong to arrest me.’ 

The second prisoner was as thin as a bundle of dried sticks. 
He was aboutiiforty years of age and of very small stature. He 
knelt before me and loiocked his head on the ground: 

‘Officer, please have pity on me. There are more than twenty 
people in my family and they are all dependent on me. If I die, 
they will all die. I am. not a rogue as they said. Please deliver me, 
officer, please save mel’ 
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The third one was a short-sighted man, and his teeth were all 
black with the marks of opium smoking. He also came and kpelt 
down to me, asking me to free him. I had to turn away and not 
look at them, but they would not let me alone. 

After they had been entreating me for some time, I said; 

‘Don’t call me officer. I am only a soldier on night duty. Don’t 
say anything. Other people are sleeping and you mustn’t disturb 
them.’ 

I had never addressed such harsh words to anybody before, but 
at that time, when I looked at these prisoners and heard how power- 
ful and cruel they had been in former days, I only regretted that 
I could not treat them more fiercely than I did. They all knew 
that I was a woman soldier and probably, thinking that a 
woman would have a softer heart, they tried their best to appeal 
to me. 

‘Help them!’ I thought to myself. ‘I wonder how many lives 
they have taken before the Revolution! Besides, they must have 
oppressed the farmers very much, otherwise the whole village 
would not have turned against them.’ 

‘Officer on watch, I am really an honest man. 1 have never done 
if anything wrong in my life. You may go and investigate in the 
neighbouring village. If my own villagers have some grudge 
against me, you mustn’t believe their words.’ 

‘There is no need for investigation. If a person has been 
arrested by the people of his own village, it is enough proof that 
he must be a very bad man.’ 

‘It was only because I once punished the pock-marked Wong, 
and now he has been elected chief of the village he has arrested 
me in revenge. You must save me, officer.’ 

These were the words of the very small man. 

‘The Revolutionary Army would not allow anybody to take a 
private revenge, but you have been arrested with the consent of 
all the people of the village. If several hundred people thought 
you to be a rascal, there could be no question of a private revenge. 
You must shut up!’ ^ 

He was silent, but the opium smoker shouted again: 

‘Aio, my bonds are tight! Officer, please be very merciful. 
Untie my hands.’ 

‘Shut up, don’t move. If you try to make any trouble I will 
report you to the officer, and he may shoot you now.’ 
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My threat frightened them. They still murmured, but did not 
shout. 

At twelve o’clock the lieutenant came to have an inspection. 
He looked over the room with his torchlight and seemed surprised. 

‘Hey, where is the elderly man with the beard?’ 

Alas, he was not to be seen. I was frightened to death, but at 
last found him crouching in a dark corner. I was relieved. 

‘Ah, that is good. Now, you keep a very good watch and do not 
fall asleep. If any one of them escapes you have to answer for it.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ I answered, and he went away. 

The bright full moon was like a disc of jade hanging in the 
middle of the sky. The hot air had become cool again, and a gentle 
breeze was wafted across my face. In the room next to that of the 
prisoners there were several members of the Women’s League of 
the village. They were not sleeping, but talking. 

‘It was outrageous! He said that his wife should not join the 
Women’s League, and when she came back he gave her a severe 
beating.’ 

‘How do you know?’ 

‘One of her neighbours came to tell me. His wife was too afraid 
of him to report. We sent eight people to arrest him but he had 
already escaped.’ 

‘I don’t think he could have gone very far. You should look 
carefully in the neighbourhood.’ 

‘There is no need for your advice. We have looked everywhere, 
and nowhere could he be found.’ 

I was SO interested in their talk that I peeped in, and I found 
that they were working at a desk, writing despatches all the time. 
It seems that in this time of war the people of the village were 
working in two shifts, and these women were working all night. 

Perhaps I was too tired, but at last I sat down on the ground. 
According to Army discipline, this was against the rules, but my 
legs were tired, and it seemed that the person who should be on 
duty after me would never turn up and I was doing more than my 
share. To sit on the cool soil was very comfortable, but my eyes 
were tired, and I dared not give them any rest. I was only hoping 
that an officer would turn up to inspect for the night, or even 
better, one of my schoolmates would come and relieve me. How- 
ever, I kept a very' careful watch with my tired eyes on these 
three people, as I was afraid that they might manage to untie 
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each other. The room used for their prison was not meant for that 
purpose, and if they were strong men they could easily get out. 

‘Officer, I am very thirsty, please give me some water.’ That 
was a little scheme of the bearded man. 

‘Shut up! When daylight comes you will, have something to 
drink.’ 

‘I cannot wait until daylight, officer. Please be merciful and 
fetch me some water to drink.’ 

‘No, I cannot leave here.’ 

‘Not even if we are going to die? You mustn’t let us suffer from 
thirst or hunger.’ 

I never thought that this opium smoker was so cunning. 

‘This is no time to give you a drink. You will have plenty of 
water when* somebody comes to relieve me.’ 

The small man was very near to me and entreated me out of 
kindness to try and get some water for them. I knew that it was 
a trick to get me away, and I refused to do their bidding. 

Early next morning there was a big meeting in the open ground. 
The whole village turned out, and on a platform there stood the 
representatives of the Farmers’ Union. Our lieutenant acted as 
judge, but there was not a man who would consent to be their 
defender. The representative of the Farmers’ Union put forward 
their case, and demanded that they should be condemned to death. 
All their cruel deeds were read out, and there was not a single 
dissentient among the jury or among the crowd asking that their 
lives should be spared. On the contrary, so impatient were the 
crowd that they kept on shouting: 

‘Shoot them! Shoot them! Quick! Quick!’ 

After the demand had been put forward to sentence them to 
death, the foreman of the jury, a hefty dark man with piercing 
large black eyes and an impressive commanding voice, whom I at 
once recognised to be a man who had come several times the night 
before to look at these prisoners, stood up and said: 

‘We find that Wang Fu Tsai, Kuo Shiu Kong, and Wang Shin 
Shon are guilty of all the crimes just mentioned, but we do not 
want to decide the matter only by ourselves. We propose to let all 
those present cast their votes as to whether they should be con- 
demned to death or not. Will you please all consider yourselves 
as members of the jury, and please raise youf hands if you are in 
favour of saying they are guilty, like we did.’ 
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‘We do! We do!’ shouted the crowd with one voice and every 
hand was raised. 

‘As a matter of formality, all those who think they are not 
guilty please raise their hands.’ 

All hands went down. He then informed the judge, our lieu- 
tenant, of the decision, and the judge passed sentence on them. 

Very soon these three men were shot. 


5 



Chapter XXIV 


NIGHT MARCH 

At eight o’clock that night we received orders from the Divisional 
Headquarters that we were to be moved to a place called Chin San 
An, about forty li from Hung-Ko. According to a secret report, 
there was a small company of the enemy hiding themselves on 
the mountain. Our forward march at night would probably bring 
us in touch with the enemy. This night march was the first we 
had since our departure from Wu Chang. 

‘You people probably have been accustomed to the easy life of 
your schooldays, and being tired, as you are, will think it an 
unendurable hardship. But you must remember that you are 
soldiers marching to the battle-field. You must prepare yourselves 
for any kind of hardship, and even the sacrifice of your lives must 
not deter you from going forward. I now want to tell you that the 
object of the night march is to avoid detection by our enemy, 
and also because the order is very urgent, we must reach our 
objective within twelve hours. The mountain pass which we are 
going to take is not very easy to travel, and above all, we must 
not use torches. You will have to walk very carefully, slowly and 
bravely. If you should fall down, which no doubt you will very 
often do in the course of the night, do not make a fuss about it 
but get up as quickly and as lightly as .you can, and proceed 
without interruption. Everyone should hold their rifle steadily, 
and not knock their water-pot and food-box together to make a 
noise. Remember your discipline. Do not talk with each other, 
and do not walk too heavily. Your footsteps should be as light as 
those of a mouse. . . 

When our lieutenant said that we all burst into laughter. 

‘Hey, before you start you break discipline by laughing. If 
anybody dares to laugh while we are marching, that will be 
considered as acting against my orders. It is quite possible that 
by a laugh you would convey to the enemy that you were there. 
That is a crime as bad as communicating with the enemy, and 
you know the penalty for that.’ His exaggeration of this offence 
almost made us laugh again, but we dared not do so. 
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‘The lieutenant was after all a man from the ranks. If he said 
that we should move forward as silently and swiftly as a swallow, 
it would be rather poetical.’ I said this to a friend, and she laughed 
secretly. 

We started to march in single file, and our little group of soldiers 
wriggled along like a snake. At first we could still hear the rattle 
of the water-bottles and food-boxes, but after repeated warnings 
from our sergeant we ceased to hear any noise at all, except that 
made by the new straw sandals, which gave out a series of sharp 
‘Ge gae, ge gae* sounds. The sergeant asked: 

‘Who is making that noise?’ 

‘Report! I cannot help it. It is my new straw sandals, I bought 
them this morning. They are making a noise but I think it is 
rather melodious.’ 

But this reply was not appreciated by the sergeant. 

‘Do not talk nonsense. If I hear any noise again I will order 
you to walk on your bare feet.’ 

Of course nobody wanted to walk on bare feet, for the road 
was rough. From henceforth everybody was really walking as 
lightly as a mouse. 

The night was dark, so dark that we could not see our own 
hands. Everybody was walking as carefully as if they were treading 
on thin ice. Suddenly, splash! a man fell into the ditch. Nobody 
dared to pause, and the man had to get up as quickly as he could. 

‘Quick, quick!’ That was^he sergeant’s voice. 

‘I am wet, and covered with mud,’ the man coming from the 
ditch said. ‘I can scarcely open my eyes.’ 

‘Then walk with closed eyes. You have to get along.’ 

Immediately everybody knew that somebody had had a ducking 
in the ditch, and we warned each other to be very careful of the 
place. 

The road was really difficult. Sometimes we had to climb, and 
sometimes we heard a torrent somewhere near us, and one felt 
that if one fell into that, it would be the end. It was now a very 
dangerous road. 

‘Be careful, all those behind. There is a very big brook on your 
right side. Keep to the left and walk carefully. If you fall down 
you will not be able to get up again.’ This warning was given by 
someone who walked in front. 

When we heard there was a big brook, we became very anxious 
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immediately. The thought that if you fell down in the brook ,you 
might not get out again made you more careful than ever. Even if 
you got up, probably the formation would be a long way ahead and 
you would not be able to catch up. To be isolated in a dangerous 
place was as bad as being in the water. And then you would not 
know the road. There might be some of the enemy scattered about 
here. What could you do by yourself? 

^Report! Could we flash a torch just once? It seems very 
dangerous in front of us,* somebody ventured to suggest to the 
sergeant. 

‘Good Heavens, no! Not by any means. This is a very 
dangerous spot, and it is more than probable that some rem- 
nants of the enemy are scattered here. Walk a bit slowly, if you 
like, but no flashlights!* 

The atmosphere seemed to be very tense. When we heard that 
there might be scattered enemy near us we felt rather happy, 
because we were all eager to have a go at him. How nice it would 
be if in the complete darkness there should be a flash of gun-fire. 
It would be a lovely night scene. 

Furthermore, there was this advantage in the dark night. You 
would not be able to know even if you were outnumbered by 
the enemy, and you would not be able to see the horrible sight 
of the wounded and the dead. 

We became more brave and more sprightly. The night air was 
fresh, and when we reflected that we were fighting for truth, for 
humanity, for the oppressed people of the whole world, we felt 
more heroic than before. Then suddenly the thought came to me 
that if we had to fight, in the confusion at the time it was most 
probable that we could not distinguish who were our enemies 
and who were our own comrades, and we would be liable to kill 
our own people. 

We soon passed the brook and reached the high mountain. The 
pass was through the middle of a field, and like two screens the 
mountain spread on either side of us. 

‘Bang! Bang! Bang!* We heard the distant report of guns. 

‘Halt!* shouted the lieutenant. ‘If there are enemies in front of 
us, we divide into three formations, and the first formation in 
front must be ready to fire. But do not act in haste. Before I give 
a further order, do not fire.* 

Every one of us was excited. 
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‘Do not be afraid. I have told you there are the remnants of the 
scattered enemy whom we will encounter very soon. In the battle 
we should be very calm and brave, and not afraid of sacrifice.’ 

About three or four minutes passed, and the tense atmosphere 
was again relieved. We were walking slower than before, and as 
I was impatient of this slow marching, I tried to overtake some of 
the others. 

‘Why are you overtaking people? Do keep in order,’ I was 
scolded by the sergeant. 

‘I want to walk in front, ready to fire,’ I answered him heroically. 

Splash! My right foot slipped and I fell in a pool of water. 
Luckily the water was not deep and I soon got out again. 

‘Hey, who fell down?’ someone asked. 

‘It was I,’ I answered, somewhat ashamed, and getting up 
hurriedly I followed the formation. 

‘You said you wanted to go in front, ready to fire, but you fell 
down instead. Be careful next time.’ Somebody said this to tease 
me, and there was a general giggle. I, too, was inclined to laugh, 
but I did my best to suppress it. 

We all thought that night marching was very interesting; and to 
some extent more comfortable; though there was no moonlight or 
starlight on that night, and we crept forward in the dark like blind 
men, it was cooler, especially when the gentle night breeze wafted 
towards us bringing the fragrance of flowers. The tree-tops as the 
wind passed over them made a gentle, melodious noise, which 
could be described as the most beautiful music in the world. I 
felt that it was intoxicating. 

We continued walking on for many hours. Either we did not 
want to confess that we were tired, or we were so interested that 
we forgot that we had covered quite a long distance. Nobody 
complained about the march. Gradually, behind the distant 
mountain we saw some scarlet light. That was the dawn, and we 
were quite near to our objective. Soon it was broad daylight, and 
we began to want to break the night-long silence, for there was 
no point in being silent to avoid detection by our enemy any 
longer. I started to sing: 

‘Forward, comrades, dawn is before us. Forward, comrades!’ 

All the others joined in and we felt very happy. 



Chapter XXV 


DEMOBILISATION 

Everything happened exactly as we had hoped. After a month 
and four days the war came to a sudden conclusion, and we came 
back to Wu Chang singing songs of victory. This West Punitive 
Expedition cost us more than seventy schoolmates and about a 
hundred comrades from the training troops. We captured many 
thousand rifles, and established the foundations of our Revolution 
in the heart of every citizen of that district. That was an unshak- 
able monument for our cause. The greatest victory for us was that 
we had delivered from the hands of the military lords thousands 
and tens of thousands of oppressed people, who now would have a 
clear understanding of the Revolution and of our cause. We had 
sown the seeds of revolution in every place we passed. Victory! 
That was the final victory that we brought home. 

One night, seven days after our return from the front, suddenly 
I heard the bugle. It was a moonless night, but there were a few 
sparkling stars in the sky. I was sitting with a group of women 
soldiers talking in the room of the head nurse, who was telling 
us her happy experiences during the expedition. 

As we always did, within three minutes all of us were gathered 
in formation and had numbered off. We all looked at the five 
officers who were standing on the platform. They looked downcast, 
and we did not know what was the trouble. The lieutenant began: 

‘My schoolmates — — ’ Strange, that was not his usual salutation 
to us. Even his voice was different. Before he went on any further 
we seemed to feel that he was trembling. We feared that some- 
thing very unfortunate had happened, and sure enough he was 
proclaiming our unlucky fate. Indeed, he was reading out our 
sentence. 

‘First of all,T want you to be calm, to be brave, to be prepared 
for the worst.* 

‘What, are we going to the front again? But what is there to be 
afraid of?* That was in my thoughts. 

‘It is very unfortunate news I am going to tell you, but I want 
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you not to be heart-broken. A revolutionary must be prepared for 
set-backs and obstacles. They are quite common. We should never 
give up and never be despairing.* 

What was he going to say? 

‘Because the reactionary force is so great and because we want 
to preserve our revolutionary forces for a better time under better 
circumstances, and because the present conditions are pressing 
upon us, we have to demobilise for the time being.’ 

This was a thunderbolt from the blue, a bombshell in the 
night! It had almost knocked the life out of all of us. We were 
almost unconscious, but the lieutenant’s voice went on heroically; 

‘Of course, this is not because we are afraid, not because we 
do not want to resist, for we are determined to have the final 
struggle. Those of you who are very robust and can run very fast 
may follow the Eleventh Army to fight. Otherwise you should all 
return to your own homes and suffer for the time being. In the 
very near future perhaps you will have a freer and happier life. 
Now each of you will receive ten silver dollars for your expenses, 
and I advise you to get some civilian clothes to disguise yourselves. 
The uniforms you must destroy.’ 

Heavens, what was this all about? Why should we be demobi- 
lised? Our hopes, our ideals, were they finished after such a short 
appeafance. 

After the lieutenant’s report all the other four officers gave us 
some further advice, and their words made a very deep impression 
on our minds. One of them said: 

‘If you only hold your belief very firmly in your minds, if you 
can only think of revolution and sacrifice constantly, then, even 
if you cannot do anything at present, even if you have to stoop to 
compromise for a time, so long as you do not forget our great 
cause, you will eventually wipe out the military lords. All those 
who have been trained to be soldiers should be brave women and 
prepared to serve our cause in future.’ 

These words were sharp as knives piercing into our hearts, and 
many of us were shedding tears. So we were to leave the school 
to-morrow! To-morrow was the time when we should go into hell, 
for going back to our old-fashioned homes was as bad as going to 
hell. Alas, who wanted to go there? 

During that whok night none of us went to bed. We stood on 
the training ground shouting slogans, singing and making speeches 
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until daylight came. Oit the following day all the local girls went 
home in their beautiful dresses instead of in uniform, and I 
prepared to return to Changsha. 

Because it would be easier for us to make them ourselves, I, 
Shu Yun, Shiang Shiao and San San bought some white linen to 
make Western frocks. I say Western frocks not because they were 
at all like the fashionable garments worn by European ladies, but 
just plain frocks without buttons, which were very easy to put ' 
on — you simply slipped them over your head. 

Our hair had been cut very short, especially Shu Yun’s, who 
had shaved her head, making it look very much like a bald pate, 
and because of that, no matter what masterly disguise she assumed, 
one could tell at a glance that she was a woman soldier and had 
carried a rifle. Then, too, we were all sun-tanned and our skins 
were very dark, and because we had been handling rifles for such 
a long period, our hands gave us away immediately. 

‘Our uniforms are gone, when shall we wear them again?* 
When I said this with a sigh and with tear-drops running down 
my face, Shu Yun could not suppress her loud sobs. When we 
looked at the new dresses we had just made, we were very much 
like mourners who were present at a funeral. We were silent, and 
very reluctant to change into them. We loved our uniform, and 
especially the leather belt, which we had rubbed so hard to make 
it shine. We really did not like to part with that. We remembered 
that when we had buckled it on the first time, we had thought 
it nonsense. It was hard and made our waist feel stiff and un- 
comfortable, so that when we were dismissed the first thing we 
did was to unbuckle the belt and give our waist a good exercising. 
Sometimes when we were in a hurry we forgot to buckle the belt 
as we went on to the drill groimd, and because of that we had 
often been upbraided by our officers. By and by we got used to it, 
and except when we went to bed, we never left it off for a moment. 
We had fallen in love with that and our rifle, and, especially in 
winter time, the belt was a great help to us because it prevented 
the cold wind from piercing into our bodies. Our rifle, of course, 
was more dear to us than our lives. The destruction of the old 
system and the creation of a new society depended upon it. 

But now everything was gone. Not only could we not take our 
rifle with us, but even the little leather belt had to be given up. 
Alas, alas! 
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This great, majestic women’s army was now demobilised, but 
the spirit of the movement would live for ever. In 1927 the seeds 
of revolution had already been sown all over China. In every city 
and in every village T believed that in future the flowers of 
revolution would spring up, and final victory would certainly be 
ours! 



Part Four 


MY PRISON LIFE AT HOME 
Chapter XXVI 
MY HOME-COMING 

With great reluctance we were at last obliged to change into our 
new dresses on the very afternoon when we had to leave Wu 
Chang — and we looked rather ridiculous in such queer garments. 
We looked at ourselves and each other and could not help laughing, 
and we decided that, as a last memento, we would go to a photo- 
graphic studio and have our photographs taken. Our heads with 
short hair, or no hair at all, were very conspicuous with our so- 
called foreign dresses, so we decided to cover them with some- 
thing. We went into a department store and bought four cheap 
straw hats, which were supposed to be of foreign fashion — but 
goodness knows what they looked like on us. Anyhow, they were 
very serviceable in the hot weather, and above all they were 
indispensable for covering our ridiculous heads. 

Our departure from the station had a very sad atmosphere. A 
little more than a month ago, when we were leaving for the west 
of Hupeh, it was from this very station that we had been given 
such a grand send-off by thousands of well-wishers. It had been 
a dignified and also a magnificent affair. But to-day when we left 
Wu Chang for a second time it was a day of misery, with angry 
winds blowing fiercely and depressing clouds overhead. It seemed 
to us that on the faces of everybody in the station there was a look 
of sorrowfulness. Our hearts were very sad and there was only 
one thing which kept us going, and that was our firm belief that 
in future we would be masters of the world, and that upon our 
shoulders rested the salvation of the people. That was the only 
thought which kept us from throwing ourselves beneath the wheels 
on the iron rails. 

At the first stop, police and soldiers rushed into the train to 
inspect every passenger. They wanted to know where we all came 
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from, and made a thorough search of our luggage as well as of 
our* persons. Of course, our appearance looked very suspicious, 
and we were questioned again and again. Fortunately we had a 
Mr. Li travelling with us, who was an aide-de-camp in the Army 
which had not been demobilised, and he took us under his protec- 
tion. He told the soldiers that we were all relatives of his, and were 
students from a certain missionary school in Hankow who were 
going home for the summer holiday. 

‘Relatives? So many relatives? Perhaps they are the girls from 
the military school!* One of the policemen murmured this quite 
audibly to us, and Mr. Li looked at him very fiercely. However, 
the policeman went off without saying anything more. 

When our train reached Yo Yang we had to go through more 
inspections and searches, but Mr. Li’s uniform and Mr. Li’s 
dignity preserved us. 

When we arrived at Changsha, Mr. Li had to take leave of us, 
and our greatest problem was whether we could find lodgings. As 
soon as the coup d'itat occurred in Wu Chang, none of the hotels 
were allowed to take visitors unless they were guaranteed by a 
responsible shop that they were not undesirable people. Also, we 
were not very rich, the combined wealth of us four girls being only 
six dollars. What could we do? I had to take my three comrades to 
impose upon the hospitality of my townswoman. Nan. She had 
been a schoolmate of mine in Da Tung, and we were very good 
friends. I knew that she would not turn us out, but as soon as her 
door closed behind us, she said tremblingly and in a whisper 
to me: 

‘Why on earth have you chosen such a time to come and see us? 
We are now in a world of terror. More people have been killed 
in the last few days than chickens and ducks. I could not take you 
for the night, because no house is allowed to take any visitors 
without having a signed guarantee by five other families. Every 
day policemen and soldiers come to inspect every house. As you 
come from Wu Chang it would be more dangerous than ever. . . .’ 

How could 1 blame her? In the eyes of others we must be more 
dangerous than the flood or beasts of prey. We certainly under- 
stood her difficulties, and if we had been in the same position we 
wondered if we would not do the same. 

Shu Yun and San San started off on their home journey 
immediately. I and Shiang Shiao were obliged to go to the public 
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hospital and stay there as patients. My feet were swollen and I 
really needed medical care. Shiang was to be my companion; Of 
course we had not the money for the hospital, but my townswoman, 
Nan, very kindly furnished me with five dollars. But five dollars 
went very easily in the hospital. Actually we were turned out of 
the hospital almost in the twinkling of an eye, and there was now 
nothing for us to do but to go home. 

I had realised that at my home there would be more trouble 
than peace in store for me, but I had to go, even if it was just 
for the breaking-off of my engagement. By the time we reached 
Nan-Tien, which is not far from my village, it was about four 
o’clock in the morning. When I knocked at the door of the shop 
kept by my family, the keeper there thought it was my ghost that 
had come back. None of them then had the faintest hope that I 
was still alive. Half a month ago they had heard that I was actually 
at the front when I went out to fight, and after the news of the 
sudden political change in Wu Chang they knew that people like 
me would really have very little chance of survival. 

Next morning we were given a sedan chair each, and very soon 
my old village gradually came in sight. As we drew near my 
heart began to sink, and I wondered whether the sedan chair 
bearers were feeling on their shoulders that their load was 
becoming heavier and heavier. 

‘Uncle Min, we shall be home very soon!’ Shiang shouted 
excitedly from her sedan chair behind me. Shiang always called 
me uncle instead of aunt. 

‘Mm.’ I was not so excited, and did not know what to say. 

Passing the tea-shop, we came into a narrow lane, and within 
half a liy standing high up, was my home. It was a big new building 
which I had never seen before. 

‘This will be your prison!’ I said this slowly to myself but I 
was not afraid. I had come home determined to fight it out. 
Although the prison was newly built, and must be very firmly 
built, I believed that with my will-power I could break away. 

Home at last! My elder sister and my sister-in-law and many 
children came out to meet me, and of course there was my mother. 
Welcome was shining on all their faces, and I could see nothing 
but smiles. While the grown-ups held my hands very tightly, the 
children dragged me by my clothes, shouting, ‘Do you know me, 
auntie?’ 
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My mother had greatly aged since my departure. Her hair was 
all silver grey, and tears of joy ran from her eyes as she said: 

‘My child, you are much thinner than before. You must have 
suffered very much!’ 

While my mother wiped her tears, my elder sister and my 
sister-in-law also had reddened eyes, and my little niece, Yun 
Pao, who was only three, kept on asking me: ‘Auntie, did you 
bring me a doll?’ 

In the middle hall I saw the space was crowded with new 
pieces of furniture, just varnished in bright colours of red and 
green and profusely decorated with gilt designs. I immediately 
knew that they were a part of my trousseau. I sighed, and was 
sorfy for my mother, because she had been spending so much on 
me which would be completely wasted. 

After lunch they took me to see the new house. It was of old- 
fashioned architecture, but the rooms were large, lofty and well 
lighted with windows, which at the same time gave plenty of air 
and lovely views of the beautiful country. According to what my 
mother said, she had originally intended to build two main 
buildings and two wings, but more than three thousand dollars 
had been spent on the main building, and because of financial 
difficulties she had had to give up the idea of the wings for the time 
being. The upper storey was not lofty enough to make living- 
rooms, because the windows were too small and there was not 
sufficient light. She also told me that the bricks, stone and wooden 
boards used for this new building were specially selected by 
herself, and would last a very long time. 

I wondered if she was merely proud of the building, or whether 
she wanted me to know that it was too strong a prison for me to 
break. Indeed, if it had not been for the big guns of the Imperialists, 
I am sure it would be standing there after three thousand years. 
Anyhow, I was not much impressed by these magnificent buildings, 
because I had no wish to stay and die in this place. Even if they 
had built a house for me as good as the palace of the Pope in 
Rome,, nothing would induce me to stay in it. 

‘Look how carefully your mother has been thinking of you. 
Over all this furniture, which is very richly varnished, I spent 
more than two months, scarcely having any sleep.’ On days when 
the wind blew I was "Ufraid that the dust might rest on the newly 
gilt design and I had to get up during the night to cover them 
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with oiled paper. In the daytime I was afraid the children would 
touch them or that they would be made dirty by the sparrows, 'and 
1 had to keep looking at them scores of times a day. When the 
varnish workers were here I had to ^yatch them all the time, to 
see that they were doing their work properly. Now, besides these 
forty pieces of beautifully varnished furniture, I have also pre- 
pared your coverlets, your mosquito nets, and other things. It is 
only for the making of your dresses that I have waited for your 
return.* 

While my mother was proudly going on with this recital of 
her work I said not a word, but looked on the ground. She thought 
I was acting like an ordinary bashful girl who was naturally 
ashamed to say anything about her coming marriage, so she was 
happier than ever, and continued: 

‘I am sure this time it was the Goddess of Mercy who permitted 
you to come back! Ever since I heard that you had become a 
soldier I have been washing my face with tears, feeling that you 
would encounter dangers. I have burnt incense and offered 
numerous sacrifices for you in front of the Goddess of Mercy. 
When I heard that you had actually gone to the front I swooned 
three times, and one of those times I was unconscious for more 
than two hours. The people of the Shiao family were also worried 
about you, and sent many messages asking for tidings of you. 
Some of our neighbours thought that boy would not be lucky 
enough to have you for his wife. But now, thanks to heaven and 
thanks to earth, and thanks to the Goddess of Mercy, you have 
come back home safely.* 

I had thousands of things to say to my mother, but I knew not 
how to begin. However, I decided that until my father came back 
I would say nothing about the breaking-off of my engagement. 
I knew my mother was a very obstinate woman, and to raise the 
subject with her would be just like pouring water on the back of 
a duck. It would be sheer waste of energy. So I kept silent for 
several days. 



Chapter XXVII 


MY QUARREL WITH MY MOTHER 

Although there was no wireless in the country, news in my 
village travelled even quicker than the wireless. The Shiao 
family immediately knew that I had come back, and Chu Lin, my 
fiance’s uncle, wrote to us asking for a date to be fixed for the 
wedding. My eldest brother brought the letter to me, and said 
smilingly: 

‘What date shall I tell him in reply?’ 

‘Better wait until father comes back.’ 

They answered the letter in accordance with my wish, but 
what would be the eventual outcome? Since the Shiao family 
knew that I had come back I could not possibly postpone the date 
of the wedding very much longer. If I did not break the engage- 
ment very soon it would be too late. Incidentally, my father came 
home that very night. 

As soon as he read the letter from Chu Lin he summoned me 
to talk with him, and asked me what would be the best time for 
the wedding. 

‘I came home this time, specially for this, father.’ 

My father was evidently very much pleased, but I had to 
disappoint him. 

‘But you must remember what 1 wrote you last ‘time. I said I 
could not possibly marry Shiao Kwang. Not only have we no love 
whatever for each other, but we simply do not know each other. 
I understand that his ideas and his interests are entirely different 
from mine, and besides, his personality, his ability and so on, I 
cannot understand. How could we become husband and wife?’ 

‘What! Not marry him? You want to break off the engagement?’ 
My father looked very angry. 

‘Yes, certainly, father,’ I replied calmly and firmly. 

My mother could not keep silent any longer and began to scold 
me by saying: 

‘Beast, beast!’ 

But I was not disturbed by it, and continued: 
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‘Yes, the only purpose of my coming home this time was to 
break off my engagement with Shiao Kwang.’ 

‘Ha, you want to break off your engagement, so you have come 
back? You have acted very unwisely. You should never have come 
back all your life! Since you have come back, there is no way of 
your getting out of it again. Marry you must, and I will see to 
that myself.’ My mother was also very firm, and my father left me 
immediately in great'fury. 

I knew it would be no good to continue the discussion with 
my mother, and I retired to my bedroom to write a long letter, 
about five thousand words, giving my father all the reasons for my 
proposal to break off the marriage. I handed the letter to my father 
the next morning, and I was surprised to see that after he had 
read it he was not moved in the least, but began to upbraid me 
even more severely than before. 

‘As you say in your letter, the reasons for breaking off this 
engagement are chiefly these two: first, there is no love between 
you, and second, your ideas are different. Let me answer you very 
frankly. First, love can only be created between husband and 
wife after their marriage. To have love before they are married is 
ridiculous. As you have not yet married Kwang, how can you 
expect to have love for him? The second point is his ideas. Now 
that term can only be applied to revolutionary people, and has 
nothing to do with man and wife. Your marriage into the Shiao 
family is not a revolutionary affair, but is to fulfil your duty as a 
woman. The best you can do is to follow our ancient teaching, so 
that you can l^ave a family in which “when the husband sings, the 
wife shall join in,” to present descendants to the family and look 
after the cooking and all other domestic affairs of the house,"and 
then you will become a good wife and a kind mother. Since this 
is not a revolutionary affair, what do you care about ideas?’ 

‘Father, to have love only after the wedding is your philosophy 
of love. That was the special characteristic of the old-fashioned 
society, which is dead. Now, to have a happy union, men and 
women must know each other and must have agreeable feelings 
for each other first. After they first become known to each other 
they should become friends, and if their feeling for each other 
increases and becomes eventually love, then they can become 
•companions for eternity, and that is what I think of marriage. 

‘As for their having the same ideas, that is even more important. 
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If two people of different ideas cannot possibly become friends, 
how can they become husband and wife who would share equal 
responsibility in building a happy life for eternity? People of 
different ideas would take different roads and have different 
careers, and they could not possibly hope* to have any love for 
each other. Now, a marriage is a social affair rather than a private 
one. We are not merely wishing to establish a family and to raise 
children. The modern marriage is directly connected with the 
reforming of society. Those concerned should not only think of 
their own happiness but also of the good of society. As well as 
being husband and wife, they should also be good friends and 
trusting comrades. As Shiao Kwang’s ideas are entirely different 
from mine, we haven’t the slightest chance of being friends with 
each other and the fundamental condition of our marriage is gone.’ 

‘M’m! Ideas?. Why should women have such dangerous things? 
Why should women be allowed to join the Revolution? Since you 
have studied in the Normal School, after your marriage you can 
be allowed to be a school teacher in the local elementary school. 
That would be part of your contribution to society, as you 
said, and I am sure the Shiao family would not object to your 
doing that.’ 

‘Please stop arguing with her,’ my mother shouted to my 
father. ‘This beast cannot be considered as a human being! 
Doesn’t she realise that “father and mother are greater than 
heaven”? How dare she oppose our wishes? I sent you to school 
hoping you would learn propriety, righteousness, temperance and 
purity, but who would have thought that education would turn you 
into a beast without respect for your father and mother! Your 
marriage had been arranged by your father and mother when you 
were still at my breast. If you dare to oppose your marriage 
arrangements, it is as good as daring to oppose your father and 
mother. That would be a very shameful act indeed, and it would 
ruin our reputation and bring your ancestors into disgrace. I would 
rather die than allow you to do this. 

“The water in Tung Ting Lake ripples forward. 

And happy husband and happy wife are destined by fate.” 

You should know this proverb, and realise that since you have 
been betrothed to hin\, marry him you must! 

‘Besides, the Shiao family is rich and has a very good reputation. 
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Shiao Kwang is a very good boy. He has no physical defects 
whatever; he is not blind, he is not maimed. What else do you 
ask for? Do you know that “a marriage may be arranged thousands 
of miles apart by a single piece of immortals* red thread?” Man 
and wife were arranged actually before their present existence. 
How dare you oppose the will of the immortals?* 

When I heard these ridiculous quotations, I laughed hysterically 
and preferred not to waste my breath. 

‘In modern times, although I do not wish to force you, as the 
proverb says: “When you are married to a rooster you have to 
follow the rooster, and when you are married to a pig you follow 
the pig.** I must say that Shiao Kwang is a very average man with 
whom you can find no fault. I saw his letter to your third elder 
brother and it was not altogether badly written. He can express 
himself all right.* 

My father was more moderate, but his words made me laugh. 
His remark about the boy being able to write a tolerably readable 
letter was a great exaggeration. In reality he could not express 
himself at all. When he was in his elementary school I remember 
one of my teachers, who was also teaching him in his school, once 
said to me: ‘Why are you and your future husband so different 
from each other? While you are standing at the top of the class in 
this school, he is always at the very bottom in his.* Later on I had 
many letters from Shiao Kwang, in which he had definitely proved 
that what my teacher had said about him was perfectly true. How 
could I possibly unite myself with such a worthless fellow? 

My mother was still grumbling. She said that she regretted 
very much having sent me to school, the result of which had been 
that I had became a hopeless rebel. She said that henceforth she 
would never allow her grandchildren to go to school at all. When 
I heard this I was rather sorry for the children. Most of them were 
in their middle or elementary school days, and I knew from 
experience that my mother would never allow them to continue 
their studies. Alas! dear little children. How unfortunate they 
were to be suffering on account of my doings! Was I to blame for 
their misfortunes, or was society to blame? 

‘Schools are not much better than hell! Anybody who has been 
to school can act just like a devil. When they come home, no 
matter what happens they must break their matrimonial engage- 
ment carefully arranged by their parents,* my mother said aloud. 
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‘Of course I What can parents know of the kind of husband or 
wife their children should have? Marriage is one of the most 
important things in one’s life and should be left to the persons 
who are directly concerned. He or she would make a better choice 
than the parents.’ 

I knew that these words would not meet with approval, and 
that on the contrary I should be scolded for them, but my mind 
was going to burst if I did not air some of my views. 

‘Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, you, an unmarried girl, to 
talk about selecting a husband! The Shiao family is a very respect- 
able one. Your fiance’s third elder uncle was one of the repre- 
sentatives to the Provincial Assembly and also a very notable 
person in his district. All members of the family have been to 
school. Besides, the presents from their family to us have been 
very good, an^ that shows they know the rules of propriety. The 
year before last your fianc6 came in person to congratulate me on 
my birthday. Now in return you want to commit this outrageous 
act against them. What face shall I have to see them again? You 
should remember the old proverb: “A good horse will not turn 
back to eat the grass behind him, and a good girl will never marry 
a second husband.” ’ 

Before my mother had finished her words my father put in: 

‘She would never read anything like that now. What girls of 
her type read nowadays are love stories in which girls commit 
suicide simply because they are not allowed to marry a young man 
of their own choice. Also stories in newspapers about girls 
breaking away from their homes because of their differences with 
their parents. Since they are influenced by these novels and 
newspaper stories, it is quite natural that we should have a girl 
who is dead set against her parents and the rules of propriety!’ 

‘This is ridiculous! How can one set oneself against the rules 
of propriety?’ my mother shouted in anger. ‘They were estab- 
lished by our Sage, and for many thousands of years they have 
been governing our lives. How dare a mere girl like our daughter 
act against them? How can it be possible that with all pagodas 
and monuments erected in honour of chaste women of all ages, 
they cannot be a reminder to the girls of our generation? When 
we learn that a girl of twelve could determine to temain a 
widow when her future husband died, can it be possible that 
the modern girl would think of marrying twenty-four husbands 
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in a year and still be without a husband when New Year’s Day 
comes?* 

I said nothing because I had now decided that to argue any 
further would be entirely useless. The only way was that I should 
be resolute in my struggle and never stop until the engagement 
was broken off. 

‘Although wealth and poverty are decided by heaven, human 
beings should take advantage whenever they can. The Shiao 
family is very rich, and if you would be a very good housekeeper 
and manage their estate wisely, you would become richer and 
richer, with plenty of rice fields and land, and have no end of 
happiness.* 

My father tried to bribe me with promises of riches, and I felt 
it was an insult. If he thought that what I wanted was to have a 
happy, easy life, he did not understand me at all. He should have 
known that his daughter was a woman of character and not a 
snobbish girl who liked the rich and disdained the poor. I would 
rather marry a poor man 'who had nothing to bless himself with 
if we only had love for each other, and not in the least want to 
marry into a rich family. 

My mother banged her hands on the table and said: 

‘What will you do if you are not going to marry him?* 

It did not frighten me, T was only sorry for her, as the table 
was hard, and it must have been painful for her palms. 

‘She wants to break off the engagement,* my father answered 
for me, and I was grateful to him. 

‘What will she do if I do not allow her to break it off?* 

‘In her letter she says that she will die.* 

‘All right, let her die! I have brought her up, I have sent her 
to school, I have done everything for her. It must be that in my 
previous existence I owed her a great deal, so that in this present 
existence she is going to reclaim her . . . her. . . .* My mother 
burst into tears and cried aloud. She knocked her head on the 
wall, which did not frighten me, but my father ran to her and 
held her head in his arms. 

My mother’s cries brought my elder sister and sister-in-law 
rushing into the room to her rescue, and at this chance I darted 
out of the room and had a walk in the fields. 

The sun was warm and the field was beautiful, but I had no 
heart for them. 
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A man in a white coat was approaching me from a distance. 
When he came near to me I perceived that it was my eldest brother. 
He asked me what trouble I was in, seeing that I was walking by 
myself, and I told him of the little comedy that I had just wit- 
nessed. After much hesitation he said with knitted brows: 

‘You should not have come back. Since you have come, how 
will you be able to get out of the fire again? I think ... I tliink . . 

‘What are you thinking? Are you really thinking I will sacrifice 
myself to be married to that worthless Shiao Kwang?’ 

‘I . . . I . . . Yes, that is what I am thinking.* 

‘No! I will never marry him. I must fight to the last!’ 

‘Our mother is a more terrible person than any famous tyrant 
in the histories, ancient or modern, Chinese or foreign. Do not 
you know that already? Because I took your sister-in-law to Yi 
Yang without getting her consent, I was condemned by her as 
one who would oblige his wife by disobeying his parents, and was 
made to kneel down for more than two hours with a big basin of 
water balanced on my head. That is a thing which no one should 
forget. Besides, the marriages of your second and third elder 
brothers and your elder sister were arranged by her, and they 
are all suffering and miserable, but none of them dares to breathe 
a word about divorce. Although you are braver than any of us, I 
think your bravery would be much better applied on the battle- 
field than at home. We cannot possibly have a Revolution in our 
own house!* 

This last remark by my eldest brother was meant to be friendly, 
but I was not amused. 

‘My eldest brother, please do not be sarcastic, and please do 
not think that I am powerless at home. To tell you frankly, I 
knew that the moment I got back I should lose my freedom. But 
I thought that if I did not come home to break off the engagement 
I should not have a clear conscience to contract a marriage with 
anyone else. The Shiao family would be in a position to discredit 
my marriage for the reason that my first betrothal was not broken 
off. In order to avqid future troubles I decided to come back and 
fight the old system with its own weapons and on its own ground, 
and I have the firm resolution that until my aim is achieved I 
will never stop. I had rather sacrifice my life in this fight than 
surrender to the dark old system. . . .* 

‘I had better hurry home at once in case mother knows that 
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I am talking here with you, and may think that I am conspiring 
against her.* 

My poor eldest brother! He was entirely controlled by mother. 
He dared not listen to me any longer and was glancing furtively 
here and there to make sure that we were not seen. 

‘All right, you had better hurry home. I do not want to com- 
promise you or anybody.* 

‘All right, I hope you will succeed!* He was still sarcastic, and 
with a broad smile he went away. I stayed in the field for quite 
a long time before I returned. 

I did not take any breakfast because I did not want to see my 
father*s and mother’s faces, which would take away anybody’s 
appetite. When evening came, I went to bed. My elder sister, 
my eldest sister-in-law and my third sister-in-law saw that I had 
no supper, and knew what was in my mind. They came to comfort 
me, but dare not say anything because my mother was in the next 
room, and every single word or movement in my room could be 
distinctly heard by her. All they could say to comfort me was to 
ask me not to be sorrowful, and as their words were really meaning- 
less I hoped that they would never come to my room again. My 
aunt — my mother’s younger sister — was invited by my sister to 
stay with us in order to pacify the family quarrel. Her husband 
was working at the educational bureau and was only earning a 
wage of six dollars a month. Their two boys were serving in the 
Army, the younger one being a sergeant and the other one was 
once a vice-lieutenant, but because he was too deeply versed in 
the bad habits of the Army — gambling and prostitution — he was 
dismissed from the Army and his whereabouts were unknown. My 
aunt had three boys and one girl. The youngest boy had died two 
years ago, and being a very clever boy my aunt mourned his loss 
so much that she had now become blind. 

She was an absolute fatalist who held that everything had been 
predestined in a previous existence. She believed in gods, and 
every day she read the Buddhist scriptures. She was also a vege- 
tarian and even more superstitious than my mother. But other- 
wise she was much more open-minded than my mother, because 
she allowed her sons to marry from their own choice. Her daughter, 
who also died at the age of ten, had not been betrothed by her to 
anybody. She even advised my' mother: 

‘Now the world is changing, you must not be too strict with 
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your children. They are all well-educated people and they have 
their careers before them, and you must not restrict them too 
much.* 

But my mother not only refused to listen to her advice, but also 
scolded her as not being qualified to be the head of a family. 
My mother said: 

‘No matter how much the world has been changed, parents 
are always parents and children are always children. If I am not 
able to restrict the actions of my children, how can I be the head 
of the family?* 

Although my aunt had her own ideas, she was not in a position 
to quarrel with my mother. When she came to my room to see me, 
she dared not say anything until she heard that my mother had 
gone out of her room. 

‘Min Kon, you must not quarrel with your mother. You know 
that she has a very bad temper, and you should try your best to 
humour her. You know that our marriage is predestined in our 
previous existence. Although your future husband is not as clever 
as you are, you should overlook that and condescend a little bit. 
Then everybody will say that you sacrificed yourself for the good 
of all and you will be remembered by your descendants.’ 

‘My aunt, please do not say such things to me. You do not 
seem to understand my troubles, so do not try to comfort me. 
That will only annoy my mother. The best thing to do is to pay 
no attention to me,’ 

My tears rushed down my cheeks like a torrent, and my kind 
aunt could not find any words to say and she also shed tears. 



Chapter XXVIII 


CONFINED BY MY MOTHER 

From now onwards my life had some resemblance to that of a 
prisoner. 

Night came ; quiet, calm, dark and endless night. 

In the country after eight o’clock everything was quiet, but at 
my house there seemed to be whisperings going on long after 
the usual bedtime, and I always imagined they were talking about 
me. It was never before midnight that I could get to sleep. 

The moon shone in the middle of the sky with her gentle rays 
reflected on my mosquito net, and one or two mosquitoes made 
tiny incessant buzzing sounds which made me restless. 

Tossing in my bed, I began to think that I would have no .end 
of trouble with my parents. I had no hope that the matter could 
be settled peacefully. Since my parents had decided to act contrary 
to my wishes and since I could not surrender to them, there was 
no possibility of compromise. Indeed, they so firmly believed in 
their authority over me that they were ardent supporters of the 
rule prevailing in the old society saying that ‘when a father wants 
his son to die, then die he must.’ It happened that I was a stout 
rebel from the old society and my ideas were at least three genera- 
tions ahead of those of my parents. How could it be possible that 
we should not quarrel? However, I was determined to fight for 
final victory. 

But I was fighting against overwhelming odds. In that place 
there was not a single person who could really understand me, 
sympathise with me or fight at my side, except Shiang, who had 
been my schoolmate throughout my elementary days, my middle 
school days and the military and political school. According to 
our relationship, she was a generation younger than I and con- 
sequently she always called me her ‘uncle’ because I hated the 
term ‘aunt.’ My sister often shed tears in sympathy with me but 
she was helpless. She herself was suffering from an unhappy 
marriage from which she could not free herself, so how could she 
do an3rthing to help me? Indeed, as she had been suffering for 
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SO long, there seemed to her no reason why I should not suffer 
like herself. Why should a girl leave her family to study abroad 
arid marry somebody of her own choice? Her tears were simply 
tokens of her love for me and also expression of her own trouble, 
but nothing more. She also knew that I might do something 
desperate, because in my younger days, when I was so bent on 
studying and could not get what I wanted, I once tried to starve 
myself to death. She knew I was very obstinate and would never 
give in. Although she seemed to realise what I was prepared to do, 
she nevertheless gave me no assistance in escaping from this pit 
of fire. All the tears she shed over me were wasted. What is the 
use of tears when it comes to a life and death struggle? 

As for Shiang, although she was only a very short distance 
from me, she was not allowed to come and see me. Her family was 
one exactly like mine, treating their offspring with tyranny because 
she would not marry her fiance — who was a gambler as well as 
a debauchee — so she too was imprisoned at home. Even if she 
could have obtained permission to come arid see me we would not 
have been able to have any heart-to-heart talks, for my mother 
would certainly be at our side. 

As for my eldest brother, he was a coward who was so afraid 
of my mother that riow he had acquired a lot of her ideas. He 
might be in sympathy with me, but I did not know what he would 
say in front of my mother. At any rate, I could not see eye to eye 
with him, and it seemed unlikely that he could give me any help. 

My third elder brother was far away in Changsha at present. 
He would have been very helpful, but as our old saying goes: 
‘Distant water cannot put out a near-by fire.* All he could do 
would be to write letters to father and mother pleading for me, 
but what good would those letters do? On the contrary, would 
they not increase their anger against me? 

I had to fight alone, without any help, and without much hope. 
In spite of that I would never surrender. 

To commit suicide was perhaps the only solution. To suffer 
physically for a short moment and to end my troubles and worries 
of a lifetime! What is the meaning of life? Human beings are 
mortal. No matter what great and magnificent things one may 
achieve, when the moment came for one to breathe one*s last, 
everything would be gone. The world is a mirage and all the things 
in it are ephemeral. Rather than allow my life to be spoiled by 
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Others I preferred to sacrifice it myself. After all, my life was my 
own; I had the right to continue or discontinue it. Perhaps death 
was my eventual peace and my final victory. 

It seemed to me at that time that apart from death I could not 
find another way out. At first I had thought my letter to my father 
would gain his sympathy, for I firmly believed that every word 
in that letter was written as with my tears, and that my sincerity 
would move anybody. But now everything clearly indicated that 
my father was entirely on the side of my mother. His firm and 
cold attitude towards me now made it difficult for me to believe 
that he was the man who had wrapped me up in his fur coat and 
patted me tenderly when I was a little girl. I began to think that 
jfeelings were very selfish things. If your children were obedient 
to you, then your feelings towards them were tender, but once 
their interests were against yours, then you began to consider 
them not as your children but to act merely to promote your own 
interest. I shuddered at that thought. 

As to personal feelings, I began to realise that these were 
things which could not be understood. I had always thought that 
a mother’s feelings for her child were above all things on the 
earth, and now that I realised that such a philosophy was all 
wrong, my heart was broken. My mother, who had loved me, now 
loved nobody but herself. What was there to live for? 

The dim moonlight was beginning to fade and the barking of 
the dogs could be heard in the distance. The roosters at my 
house began to sing their morning song, but my room was still 
horribly dark. Dawn was beginning to break in the east, and I 
could hear that my mother was discussing something with my 
father. Though I tried to listen, I could overhear nothing. 

DeathI Was there nothing else for me but death? Why should 
I not think of my future, my ambition? I had often blamed those 
people who committed suicide as being cowardly. To strive for 
life is an instinct of human beings, and why should I seek death? 
Even if I am as small as a grain of sand in the big sea of society, 
and my death would not really affect it at all, that would not be 
any excuse for my cowardice. And there is one’s own conscience; 
how could I face my conscience when I realised that I was trying 
to avoid my own duty to society? After all, I had been enjoying 
the benefits of society by being fed, clothed and educated. Further- 
more, I should remember that I had been baptised in revolution 
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and was given the responsibility of reforming society; I had been 
mad§ a warrior and privileged to fight on the battle-field. I had 
taken a solemn vow to struggle until the emancipation of 
1,250,000,000 oppressed human beings had been achieved. I had 
proclaimed that I was not one of those cowardly ordinary girls, 
but a courageous, determined and full-blooded person. My duty 
was to fight against the unreasonable old system. How could I 
suddenly forget all my duties? To die would mean that I was 
defeated and that the old system had won. The old-fashioned 
society was a devil, and had massacred numerous people, and it 
was still opening wide its bloody mouth intending to swallow all 
the young people who had not sufficient courage. Furthermore, 
I should realise that to commit suicide would be a very unwise 
thing. It would mean that a rebel from the old society had been 
wiped out and had saved them a bullet. Even if one had not the 
courage to kill other people, one should at least do something 
towards revolution. To be killed was better than to commit 
suicide. 

These conflicting ideas of life and death struggled in my 
thoughts for a very long time, and at last life succeeded. I remem- 
bered that my eldest brother was going to the city, and as a last 
forlorn hope I wrote a very long letter asking him to see whether 
he could arrange to get any help for me in the city. 

When an opportunity arose I secretly handed the letter to my 
eldest brother, who, after glancing over it, began to shake his 
head, which indicated that he could not help me at all. We said 
nothing to each other, but shed tears in silence. 

I began to suffer from sleeplessness. When the night was far 
advanced I would open my windows and let in the breeze. In 
the moonlight which shone on my bed I examined my feet, which 
were swollen and very painful. I sobbed all night, but I never 
heard a word from my mother in the next room. Alas, I was now 
really an abandoned child and could never hope for my mother to 
comfort me, never hope to feel her warm, tender arms, and never 
hear her voice saying, ‘My heart, my treasure!’ 1 remembered that 
in my younger days when I had any ailment she would spend all 
her days and nights with me looking after me, and now if I died 
in my bed I do not think she would come and look at me. My 
heavens! what was the matter with us? My tears glistened in the 
moonlight when they fell on my pillow. I wished that the moon. 
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which was also shining on my mother, would convey some of my 
thoughts to her. Why should she be so cruel and cold toward? me? 

When my eldest brother went to the city I still hoped that 
he would write to me telling me that I could get away. I waited, 
and five days went by, ten days, a month, and still no letter from 
him. At last all hopes of help from him were gone. I must help 
myself. 

Shiang’s younger sister, Chin Chin, was a very lively girl of 
twelve years of age, and she performed many good services 
between us which we would never forget. She was the only means 
of communication between us. 

At that time T was no better than a prisoner, spending all my 
days and nights in that room of mine. In the daytime my only 
companion was a sunbeam coming through the window, and at 
night my sole visitor was the moonlight coming in the same way. 
No outside visitors were allowed to see me, and I was confined in 
this solitude for a long time. 

One day my father suddenly called me out of my prison. It 
was Chin Chin who had come to see me. I was greatly relieved at 
the sight of her, and words failed to describe my joy. 

‘How is your sister?* 

‘She is very well, much better than you are.* 

When my mother was not looking at her she secretly passed me 
a little note, crumpled into a tiny ball. We did not say much to 
each other, and I soon went to my room with the secret note, 
which contained only these words: 

‘This is unbearable. We must prepare to escape.’ 

That was obviously the only way, and I was so glad I now had 
a comrade in arms. 

My father seemed to be a changed man now, and he regarded 
me as his enemy. He would not say a word to me, but he had his 
smiles for the children. This made me think he was now a man 
of stone. My mother was, of course, much worse. From her 
appearance it seemed as if she could devour people alive. In my 
presence she never looked at me, but when she was speaking to 
others she was very amiable and full of smiles, and she had the 
hypocrisy to tell them that I was such a nice and dutiful girl 
that I was actually preparing my own wedding dress. 

‘A girl brought up in a proper way and in a good family is 
entirely different. Although your daughter has been to school in 
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the cities, she has not become a dreadful “free*’ girl. You, madam, 
are indeed a very fortunate mother.’ 

I heard people compliment my mother in this fashion, and I 
shuddered at the words. But my mother had the audacity to reply: 

‘While other people’s girls become rebels once they are allowed 
to study outside, my daughter would never think of doing any- 
thing of that kind. You know, she is such a good girl that even if 
she’ became the Empress in Peking, she would still be my obedient 
daughter.’ 

I really do not know whether she was pretending, or whether 
she believed I would yield to her eventually. Anyhow, she kept 
watch on me very carefully and I was not allowed any freedom. 
While my feet were swollen as if they were two big pillows, I was 
not allowed even to see a doctor. I did not blame myself for 
joining the Army, for my malady was entirely due to my camping in 
the open. They gave me some ointment, but that was no remedy. 

My sister one day told me that all my letters had been destroyed 
by my father, and this was such a shock to me that I swooned. 
Alas, many a sleepless night I had spent writing to my friends, 
and it seemed that none of them, except the one I passed to my 
elder brother, could have reached any of them. When I came to, 

^ I cried and cried. 

‘Please do not cry, my younger sister. Even if you cry yourself 
to death, they will not allow you to write to others.’ 

My sister’s words sobered me, and I stopped crying. Since 
they used these unfair means against me, I must use the same 
means towards them. I immediately plaimed to escape, and I 
looked for a chance to discuss it with Shiang. As she was still not 
allowed to see me, nor was I allowed to see her, we must bide our 
time. 

For a whole month I received no letters, and was not allowed 
to read any newspapers. I knew that even if there were any letters 
they would be in my father’s hands. One day when there was no 
one about, I went to my father’s room, and found under his pillow 
a letter from Mr. Sun Fu Yuan, saying that he enclosed a postal 
order for twenty dollars, for my travelling expenses to Hankow, 
but the postal order was not to be found. 

I was not only forbidden to read either books or newspapers, 
but neither was 1 allowed to write, for no paper was given to me. 
The only paper on which I could lay my hands was lavatory paper. 
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On that evening I decided to write to Mr. Sun, and to trust Chin 
Chin with the letter. As it was impossible for me to write in my 
room, which was carefully kept under observation by my mother, 

I had to write it in the lavatory. Because I spent a slightly longer 
time there than usual, my mother immediately broke open the« 
door of the lavatory, and finding I was writing, she said: 

‘What! you are so clever as to invent this very ingenious plan? 
Hand the letter to me imtnediately.’ 

I was so furious that I threw everything into the water. 

After this incident we became deadly enemies, and I was 
ebserved even more strictly than before. 



Chapter XXIX 


MY PILGRIMAGE 

When my mother saw that my feet were still unwell, she said 
that because at my birth a promise had been made to the god of 
the Holy South Mountain for a pilgrimage to be made, and that 
promise had not been kept, so I was being punished by the god. 
She therefore stated that on the 28th of the 8th month we must 
make the pilgrimage to the Great South Mountain. On the pre- 
ceding night, after my bath, I was ordered to put on a new set of 
underclothes. Next morning my mother dressed me in a suit of 
red jacket and trousers and a red turban, which she had specially 
made for me for this purpose. I looked in the mirror and was 
shocked to see that I had now become a red devil. 

From my early days I had objected to this senseless super- 
stition, but why was it that to-day I was as tame as a gentle 
lamb, placing myself entirely at my mother^s disposal? There 
were the following reasons: firstly, I had been confined in one 
room for such a long time that I was longing for a breath of 
fresh air. I believed the trip would do good to my health. Secondly, 
the Great South Mountain is one of the famous five mountains of 
China, with lovely views, and I was thinking of availing myself of 
this opportunity to visit this beautiful place. Last, but not least, 
I was hoping for a chance to make my escape during the journey, 
and that if I succeeded I would indeed tender my sincere thanks 
to heaven and earth and the god of the Great South Mountain. 

From my home to the mountain was a journey of more than five 
hundred li. Even if we did not waste half a minute on our way, it 
would mean that we had to travel ten days in sedan chairs to get 
there and come back. My mother told me that, from the day we 
started until the day we got back, the whole family would go on 
a vegetable diet, and at our departure everybody must kneel down 
in the courtyard and knock their heads oa the ground. More 
ridiculous still was that everybody would cast two pieces of 
bamboo on the ground in order to get the right augury for per- 
mission to have our farewell meal. Should the right augury not 
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appear, they would continue to cast those pieces of bamboo and 
never dare to get up. When I asked if, in the case of such an augury 
never turning up, we were going to starve to death, my mother 
answered promptly that sincerity would certainly move heaven 
and earth and the gods. 

In addition my mother taught me to sing the song of the pil- 
grimage, which began thus: 

^The Holy God of the South Mountain 
Was the Heavenly Lord who looked after country and people. 
Sincere pilgrims want to return gratitude to their parents; 
They have come to kneel down and burn incense. 

They pray that their parents will live for a thousand years, 

And that happiness and health will be granted to them. 


This song had to be learnt by heart, and should be repeated all the 
time, either when we were in the sedan chairs or when we were 
resting in hotels. However, as I was only allowed to do this in a 
whisper, I did not care much about it, and just pretended to 
murmur it, though actually I was not saying the right words 
at all. 

One day, when my sedan chair bearers were some distance from 
my mother, I started a conversation with them, one of whom 
told me this story about the mountain: 

‘The Holy God is as good as alive. One day there was a lady 
pilgrim who came to kneel after every five steps that she took, 
and a passer-by who saw that she had lovely small feet ventured 
to touch her foot with his hand. Lo and behold, the man was as 
if struck by lightning and could not take his hand back. His 
fingers continued to stretch out, and he was laughed at by every- 
body.* 

‘Yes, that was true,* rejoined the other chair bearer. ‘Another 
time I saw a man who came to pay a fasting pilgrimage. He had 
not taken anything for eight days and was consequently very 
himgry. When he came to a peach tree he looked around, and as 
he could not see me because I was hiding behind a tree, he 
thought to get one of the peaches. But as soon as his hand touched 
the fruit he was as if struck by lightning, and became sick. His 
eyes rolled upwards and he was dead within ten minutes. When 
the people later on saw the dead man on the road, they realised 
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that the gods, although invisible to us, were never more than 
three 'feet away/ 

‘Have you really seen these things yourselves?’ 

‘.Y — yes,’ they answered hesitantly. But I knew they were 
lying. 

‘Better not talk nonsense. If you really believe in the gods, 
you must not make up stories even if they are in favour of the 
gods’ 

Although my mother’s sedan chair might be a little behind 
mine when we were on the road in daytime, she always kept close 
watch upon me at night. When we put up at a small inn, she would 
confine me to my room and never allow me to go out again. On 
the third night of our journey we came to a place called Shi Cha 
Wan, and we stayed the night at an inn surrounded by an ex- 
tensive bamboo grove. A bend of the river passed the building, 
and on either side of the water there were lovely tall pine trees. 
Indeed, the whole place presented such a lovely scene that it made 
me feel poetical. As I was having a walk in the courtyard of the 
building, looking at the scenery in the distance, a young girl of 
about seventeen or eighteen came in. She had seen my red dress 
and knew that I was a pilgrim. She approached me with a smile 
and I invited her to sit down in the courtyard. 

‘Are you paying a pilgrimage to the Great South Mountain?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Have you been to school?’ 

‘N-n-no,’ I replied, hesitantly. 

‘That is strange. Appearances are against you.’ 

‘I am speaking the truth. I cannot read or write.’ 

As though she were a fortune-teller, she examined me from 
' head to foot very carefully and made me feel guilty. 

Fortunately my mother was at that time kneeling before the 
shrine of the god in the inn, and she took no notice of me. 

‘More than two months ago we had a Women’s League here 
which was established for the emancipation of the oppressed 
women in this locality. All the girls who were memb^ had to 
unbind their feet, cut their hair and not worship any gods.’ 

Evidently she was a girl with new ideas. I was very pleased to 
meet her and asked her about the things which had happened here 
before the Revolution was suppressed. When I saw that my mother 
was entirely devoted to her act of worship, I stole away with this 
6 
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young girl to her house and we talked for about half an hour. 
Her mother was also a very open-minded person. Neither did she 
believe in the gods, and she gave me two salted eggs which I 
received and ate heartily. 

Soon my mother rushed into this house, and in spite of being 
before strangers, she scolded me very severely and dragged me 
back to the inn. She made me kneel down before the shrine 
immediately and said: 

‘The innkeeper’s wife told me that the young girl was a wretched 
woman who was once a member of the Women’s League, and who 
talked a lot of nonsense such as freedom in love. Why should you 
talk with her?’ 

I maintained silence. 

‘Surely you have not drunk any tea in this strange house? You 
know that in our process of pilgrimage we must not taste anything 
from strangers, not even a drop of water.’ 

‘No, I have not drunk their water.’ But in my mind I said, 
‘Although I have not drunk a drop of their water, I have eaten 
two salted eggs which I very much enjoyed.’ 

When I was made to kneel down beside her and ask for for- 
giveness from the gods, T was really recollecting what the girl 
had told me: 

‘The Women’s League was disbanded about two months ago. 
That could not be helped, but we are not in despair. We hope'^hat 
the day wilPeome when we will be free. If the women do not join 
in the Revolution, they will never be free again. . . .’ 

After sitting in a sedan chair for five whole days all my bones 
ached. Although in the morning and at twilight the landscape on 
the way was always intoxicating, I could not enjoy it very much, 
and when the red disc of the sun came up early in the morning, 
shooting a thousand golden rays across the world, it never gave 
me high spirits. I ought to have realised that life is like a con- 
flagration, full of heat and power, and of light! I should discard 
my worrks and troubles, and my heart should really be filled with 
warmth irom the sun, and I should have courage to face any 
adversity. Above all, I should be as happy as an angel, forgetting 
my temporary restrictions. In these beautiful surroundings one 
should have unlimited hope. 

But when one looked back, one realised that time was passing 
very rapidly, and that before one could form any plans for the 
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future, one had already been fettered by the past, which brought 
remorse and despair. 

The evening was comparable to the last days of a man; in fact, 
it .was somewhat like the time when a man was ready to be put 
in his coffin. Ever)rthing was gone, all hope had disappeared. Like 
the floating clouds in the sky, it had been swept away by the 
breeze. Even the most brilliant coloured clouds and lovely evening 
haze would only be there for a few seconds, to be wrapped in 
complete darkness before one could enjoy its existence long. In 
my moments of sorrowfulness I liked to look at the evening sun, 
for it foretold that the darkness of the night was soon approaching, 
and I felt ‘let the worst come to the worst, and let the whole world 
be kept in darkness for everl* However, these depressed thoughts 
were only temporary, and very soon I would be hoping that the 
morning would come, and that in the light of the sun everything 
would be alive, bright and warm again. 

At last we arrived in the district of the South Mountain. 
Though it is a small city, not to be compared with Changsha, the 
capital, it has a magnificent temple, which is almost like a palace. 
Pilgrims crowded the place, and I was told that it was busy all the 
year round. Everyone seemed to be busy there, and never spent 
more than a few hours in the place, for directly they had made 
their oflFerings in the temple they would hurry on to the top of the 
Chu Yun Peak to finish the pilgrimage. 

From the foot of the mountain to the peak, the journey there and 
back is about sixty li. One has to start very early in the morning, 
and by the time one returned it would be almost nightfall. The 
road up was as difficult as a step-ladder, except that it was zig-zag 
instead of straight. Sedan chairs cannot be used, and one had to 
climb on foot very slowly. The sedan chair bearers acted as porters 
to carry our incense sticks and paper money. 

Perhaps I had a somewhat better time when I was travelling 
than when confined at home. My feet were not so painful as before. 
Especially when we were climbing up I was very quick in my 
movements and soon left my mother a long way behind. Once I 
looked back at her and I saw that she was standing still and was 
murmuring her song of pilgrimage. I then perceived that she was 
trembling as if she had some malady. T ran back to her and asked 
her to sit down and rest a little before she proceeded. To my 
great surprise she suddenly knelt down and said: 
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‘My holy god, please forgive her, she is an ignorant girl who 
does riot know what she says. Please, my holy god, be very 
merciful and pardon her.* 

‘Why, what offence have I committed? Why should you say 
this?* 

‘No matter how difficult it may be for me, I must not rest. 
If you are sincere enough, the gods will send you up with a breath 
of wind.* 

‘All right, you wait here until the breath of wind sends you 
up.* 

That remark was indeed a serious offence. My mother im- 
mediately ordered me to kneel down, and I was kept there for 
several minutes, and of course she had to say her prayers frequently 
before we started again. 

On the road there were several places where you could find 
food pavilions, where tea, water, potatoes and Indian corn were 
sold. I asked my mother to stop for a while for us to look at the 
beautiful view behind us, and also to have a rest and buy some- 
thing to eat, but she always severely upbraided me and ordered 
me to continue my journey. When we were quite near to a place 
called the Gate of the South Heaven, my mother suddenly had an 
attack of stomach-ache and could not move a step. She called the 
sedan chair bearers to bring me back, and ordered me to kneel 
down for fresh prayers. 

‘What is the trouble now?* 

‘You must kneel down immediately. 1 cannot move a step now. 
It must be that you have offended the gods again.* 

‘That is ridiculous! If I have offended the gods they should 
punish me, not you!* 

‘Not another word! Kneel down immediately.* 

There was no other way for it but to obey her and kneel down. 
After a few minutes of rest in this rather uncomfortable position 
we were somewhat refreshed and were able to proceed again, but 
my obstinate mother would say to the sedan chair bearers: 

‘The holy god is truly alive. You see, as soon as this naughty 
child knelt down to offer prayers, my malady went immediately, 
and we were able to proceed again at once.* 

I told her very frankly that the holy god was none other than 
herself, and that her stomach-ache and her panting were caused 
because she wanted rest. After she had knelt down for a few 
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minutes naturally she felt better and was able to proceed again. 
However, my candid opinion was condemned as another offence, 
and we had another rest before we climbed up again. 

.Passing through the Gate of the South Heaven, we came to the 
Cliff of Lions, the Temple of Pines, and soon we arrived at the 
Palace of the God of Fire, which is not very far from the Peak of 
Chu Yun, which is the name of the god of fire. This palace is a 
very extensive building, and it was crowded with pilgrims, some 
dressed like myself completely in red, while others were fasting 
pilgrims who had almost starved themselves to death and looked 
like skeletons. There were also kneeling pilgrims who kept on 
murmuring: 

‘My first kneeling was to the God of Heaven and of the Sun 
and Moon. 

‘My second kneeling was to the God of Earth and the Universe.’ 

The palace was full of smoke and incense, and the sounds of 
the bell and drum and the ‘wooden-fish’ and other instruments. 
In fact, everyone in the building was acting like people possessed 
by a devil, kneeling anywhere they could find room and murmur- 
ing strange things. Suddenly it came to my mind that this was a 
picture of hell, and the pilgrims, having suffered many days of 
difficulty on their way here, gave a very realistic impression of 
what devils would look like. 

While I ’was looking at these people and thinking these things, 
I was suddenly directed by my mother to kneel down again 
because the so-called god would not consent to receive my 
offerings — as explained by my mother. I had to cast the two 
pieces of bamboo more than thirty times before I could obtain 
the right augury. My mother urged me to knock my head on the 
ground repeatedly, and while I was doing so I could not help 
counting how many times the lady who knelt next to me had 
knocked her head. Before I left her she had knocked more than 
sixty times, and was still doing so. 

I thought that directly we had offered my worship there would 
be an opportunity for me to have a look around at the lovely view 
from the peak of the mountain, but unfortunately my mother 
was in a great hurry. After we had made our way up and had 
reached the top, we were not allowed to stop a second before 
making our way down' again. 

Defeated! My scheme was utterly defeated. Not only had we 
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no time to enjoy the landscape, but also the slightest chance of 
getting away from my mother was denied to me. There was 
nothing for it but to follow her and go home in despair. That 
famous mountain gave me no other impression on my first visit 
than that I realised it was very high and that the path upwards 
was very steep. Although I did not enjoy my trip there, I had seen 
numerous ridiculous sights and foolish acts by human beings. 
If that was not helpful towards my future in any other way, it at 
least contributed something towards my education. 



Chapter XXX 


BAD NEWS 

In the afternoon of a rainy day we had a letter from my third 
elder brother. Before the letter was read my heart went pit-a-pat 
as if in anticipation of bad news. The augury was right. The letter 
told us in a few words that my second elder brother had died in 
Nanking. 

My heavens, it was only a week ago that we had heard from 
him, and now he was no more! 

I felt at that time as if I had lost my soul. 1 lost my interest in 
life and ray courage for struggle. While lamenting over the death 
of my second elder brother, I wished I could follow him to the 
Yellow Springs of the other world. 

Although we were five brothers and sisters, I loved my second 
elder brother best. When I was studying in the elementary school 
he sent me story books and wrote me many interesting letters. 
Then when I entered the Girls’ Normal School, he did his best to 
put me on the road to literary study. At that time he was teaching 
in the Chin San Middle School in Shansi province and his salary 
was not a very big one, but nevertheless he always sent me twenty 
or thirty dollars a year, especially for me to buy books. After his 
return to Changsha he gave me many famous books, and if there 
was anything which I could not understand he would very kindly 
explain it to me. 

In the spring of 1926 he contracted consumption, and spat 
quite a lot of blood. After he had been treated at the Yale-in-China 
Hospital he was sent to the Kwan-Tao Pavilion in the Yo Lu 
Mountain for convalescence. I gave up my school for the time 
being and spent more than four months with him. He could take 
nothing except a little milk and chicken soup, and I spent all my 
time in looking after him, recording his temperature and his pulse. 
At night I would stay by his bedside and sing lullabies of our 
childhood days to make him sleep, and would tell him stories of 
my schooldays to amuse him. Once I went across the river to 
get something for him to eat, and as I was not back in three hours 
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he was so worried about me that he spat blood again. On my 
return he took hold of my hand and said, with tears in his, eyes: 

‘My good younger sister, please do not leave me any more. I 
had rather not eat these nice things you brought me than miss 
you for so long.’ 

My third elder brother at that time was a teacher in Yo Yuen 
Middle School, and he could only manage to come and see my 
second elder brother on Sundays. So during the week-days, 
besides a boy who did some rough work and cooking for us, we 
two, brother and sister, were solitary companions in that lonely 
mountain place. 

I remember on one early summer night, when the moon was 
shedding her mercury light on the good earth and the evening 
breeze was blowing gently among the trees, making a sweet sound, 
and the insects were chirruping all around us, we thought that the 
whole Yo Lu Mountain was like a beautiful maiden taking a bath 
in the green moonlight. The little boy was already asleep, and my 
second elder brother wanted me to support him so that we could 
have a walk outside in the moonlight. I was afraid that the walk 
would excite him too much and would probably make him spit 
blood again, but my dissuasion was not successful, and I had to 
take hold of him as we went out of the house. The moment he 
was out of doors he exclaimed: 

‘Ah, lovely, lovely! The moonbeams are like the water, and the 
water is like the sky.’ 

I was so happy that I did not realise what he was sayingj but 
he laughed and said: 

‘Look, my younger sister, after being confined to bed for so 
long I was not able to compose even a single line of poetry.’ 

I supported him back and he lay down in his chair. 

The gentle breeze blew away not only the heat, but also my 
second elder brother’s sickness. He was very happy and he told 
me about the beautiful scenery in the moonlight that he saw in 
Chefoo. 

‘The mystery of the sea, especially the beautiful sea in the 
moonlight, is something beyond your comprehension. If I am 
better by the summer vacation I will take you to either Chefoo or 
to Tsing-Tao to see the sea.’ 

Because of the careful treatment he underwent, he became 
better every day. Unfortunately another calamity fell upon him. 
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He fell in love with a very good friend, Miss Shu. At first their 
love was mutual, but in less than three months Miss Shu suddenly 
gave up my second elder brother and marfied another man. After 
this unfortunate incident my second elder brother left Changsha 
immediately and became secretary to the Fourth Army in Wu 
Chang. His life in the Army was nothing but hardship. A camp-bed, 
an army blanket and a few books to serve as pillow were all he 
had at his camp. 

While I was undergoing my training in the Military School he 
came to see me every week, giving me candies, smoked fish and 
stewed beef. 

‘My second elder brother, next time you come you must bring 
me more beef and fish. I have so many friends here who enjoy 
them. If you don’t, they will not allow me to see you.’ 

Of course, I was only teasing him, but he took it very seriously, 
and the next time he came he brought with him six big parcels of 
food, melon seeds, and salted shrimps, besides his usual present. 
They were things we liked, and we had a very big party. While 
we were enjoying ourselves we heard the sound of the bugle, and 
had to leave our repast unfinished to go out and get into formation 
on the training ground. He waited for us for two hours before he 
left, and when we went back to the drawing-room again after the 
meeting we were disappointed to find that both my brother and 
all the refreshments had disappeared. At first we thought it was 
my brother who had tried to annoy us by taking the things away, 
but later on the officer on duty told us that he had the room 
cleaned because the place was so dirty. 

In June he set out for Honan. He did not tell me he was leaving, 
but he wrote a letter to me in which he said: 

‘My dearest younger sister, do not worry about my going. In 
the very near future we shall be holding each other’s hand on the 
battle-field.’ 

A few days afterwards I also set out for the west of Hupeh, 
and since then we had been separated beyond any chance of 
meeting again, and no news passed between us. When I arrived 
home I made many enquiries but did not know where he was 
until a few days ago, when we heard that he was again spitting 
blood, and now this tragic news suddenly came upon us. 

I cannot possibly write anything further. The death of my 
second elder brother is one of the most heart-breaking pages in 
6 * 
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the history of my life. Very sorrowful impressions were marked 
on my heart. Like a person who has lost his soul I cried all day, 
‘My second elder brotjierl my second elder brother!* Sometimes 
I cried and sometimes I laughed, and people began to say that I’ 
was crazy. 

I considered that the death of my second elder brother was 
caused by the bad influence of the old society. I wanted to wipe 
away the old system in revenge. At night I blew out my lamp and 
waited calmly, silently for the return of his ghost. 

But one night, two nights, ten nights went by. I spent all the 
time shedding tears and heaving big sighs, but his ghost never 
came back to me. 

I spat a lot of hot red blood, and I began to think that I might 
follow in the footsteps of my second elder brother. I might then 
be turned into a little bird, so that I could fly with my second 
elder brother to Tsing-Tao, to Chefoo, or even across the Himalayas 
to the end of the world, to some very lonely island in the ocean, 
or some beautiful forest in an unknown land, to the border of the 
heavens, to the spaces where we could be free! 

The news of the death of my second elder brother was a hard 
blow to everybody. My father was heart-broken, and my mother 
swooned twice. But even as she was wiping away her tears over 
the death of my second elder brother, she was also preparing for 
my wedding. My hope that With his death as a lesson to her she 
might not suppress me so much was now entirely gone. She would 
still not allow me to break off my engagement. She had her deter- 
mination about my marriage, and nothing on earth could induce 
her to change her mind. 

Alas, my dear, dear mother! What a faithful servant you are to 
the old system. Was it not enough that you had killed my brother, 
b\it must you kill me also? 



Chapter XXXI 


SECRET MEETING 

At last a chance came to us. Seeing that we were going to pay 
homage to the Goddess of Mercy at Chou Yin Nunnery, I was 
allowed to meet Shiang there. It was the 19th of the 9th moon, 
supposed to be the third birthday of the year for the Goddess of 
Mercy. From seven o’clock in the morning a large crowd, mostly 
women, went to pay their homage with incense and paper money. 

As my mother was one of the devoted worshippers of this 
goddess, she unreservedly allowed me to go out of the house for 
the day. I suppose she knew that I would probably discuss with 
Shiang the means of getting away, but I suspect that she had 
complete confidence in her power to prevent any such scheme 
being successful when she was keeping watch. She considered 
that she had me in the hollow of her hand. 

Of course the object of my going to this nunnery was not 
because of my reverence for the goddess, but entirely for a dis- 
cussion with Shiang about our getting away. In my basket I had 
some incense sticks, some pieces of sandal-wood and paper-made 
ingots. On some of the pieces of sandal-wood were pasted pieces 
of paper on which the words ‘Faithful worshipper Hsieh Min Kon 
makes her reverent bow to the great Goddess of Mercy ’ were 
written. 

After we had made our hurried offerings to the Goddess, which 
meant that we had to kneel down four times, we stole away and 
went to the summit of the mountain. Unfortunately most of the 
places were crowded with worshippers, who wanted us to write 
their names on pieces of sandal-wood for them, and it was a long 
time before we managed to get away after all. 

In a peaceful valley surrounded with ancient cedar trees we 
sat on the ground and had a heart-to-heart talk. The faded yellow 
leaves falling from the trees were blown by the autumn wind 
and were dancing ever3rwhere. The sorrowful voice of the cicada, 
like someone crying all the time, made the atmosphere very 
miserable. . 
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‘Shiang, I never thought that once we were back in our homes 
we should be enduring a life like this. It is much worse than b^ing 
in prison!’ 

I had barely managed to finish this sentence before I was 
choked with sobs. I could not go on. But Shiang was a girl who 
seldom shed tears. She heaved a deep sigh, and after a long silence 
gave me this disappointing reply: 

‘I, too, never thought that your mother would be so cruel, so 
obstinate, but since you have come back you will have to be 
patient. Of course we want to get away, but it will be very 
difficult!* 

‘What do you mean by patient? Do you think that you could be 
patient enough to tolerate what they are going to do to you?* 

‘Of course not, and I certainly know that you are much less 
patient than I am, so I am hoping that we can find a very safe 
and secure way to get away.* 

‘Yes, I decided to get away a long time ago. I think we shall 
have to act very quickly. We need not take anything with us. If 
only we can get out of the tiger’s mouth, I am quite willing to 
become either a beggar or to live on charity, to go from door to 
door, or to be a slave girl in someone else’s family. I would feel 
that the life would be much happier than my present one. Indeed, 
I would have no regret even if nobody would engage us to work, 
or if we could not get enough rice to eat and died of hunger in a 
strange land. Now let us decide immediately what is the date 
when we should meet, and the place and the time.* 

Before we could finish our conversation my mother sent some- 
body to look for us. We looked at each other and had to return to 
our confinement. 

As soon as I had made plans for going away I began to change 
my attitude towards my family*. I told my elder sister and sisters- 
in-law that I had begun to realise that my mother loved me, that 
my ideas were entirely wrong, that I believed everything had been 
destined in our previous existence, and that we must not have 
unreasonable ambitions; that our parents were greater than 
heaven, and that we should obey their orders absolutely. At first 
these words sounded incredible to them and my sister asked me: 

‘You, who have been to school, also believe in a previous 
existence? I thought you people had no religion.* 

‘If people who have been to school do not believe in a previous 
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existence and in the gods, how could it happen that the Buddhist 
classics were written by scholars?* 

They smiled and realised that what I said was perfectly true. 
Later on my mother began to see that I started to help them 
to prepare my dresses and so on. She thought I was really sur- 
rendering, and once or twice she discussed these things with me. 

‘As for the dresses, I leave them entirely to you. In whatever 
style you want them to be cut and made, you just give your orders 
to the tailors. I only advise that you do not cut your coats too 
short. They may be very fashionable in the cities, but people in 
the country are rather old-fashioned and would say that your 
upper garments were even shorter than your underwear. There 
are some pieces of satin and silk which I have preserved for you 
for nearly twenty years. These you should cut for your autumn 
and winter clothes. I have got these two pieces of red satin 
which, except for having been made into your coverlets, are still 
unused. Now when you have children, they would be very useful 
for making dresses for them.* 

At her words I could hardly suppress my laughter. I would 
very much have liked to tell her: ‘Mother, please do not dream 
in daylight.* But because I wanted to go on with my scheme in 
secret, I pretended that I was very bashful and looked on. the 
ground. « 

‘Mother, I think it would be better not to cut and make so 
many dresses, because the mode changes very often and many of 
them will soon be out . of fashion. Neither should you give me so 
much material. As I will come back to see you from time to time, 
couldn*t I take them gradually when I need them?* 

‘Here is the place where your caul was buried. Certainly you 
must come and visit us very often. Nevertheless, to be a bride 
and not to have many dresses would be looked down upon by 
others. Many people have to sell their fields and their property 
to prepare a trousseau for their daughters. When your elder 
sister*s husband’s family married off their daughter they had 
thirty-two silk coverlets and twenty-eight woollen blankets, but 
I know that they had to sell their rice field to make a show. 
Although I like to do my best for my daughters, I do not hold 
that’ people should really dispose of their property handed dovm 
to them by their ancestors in order to be luxurious in the wedding 
ceremony. If the trousseau is not too modest, that is sufficient,* 
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‘Mother, I remember when you married off my elder sister you 
were quite extravagant, and I feel that while you, father and 
mother, have been so economical all your lives, you should 
really save a little money for your own use later on. Both you and 
father are getting on, and should enjoy yourselves a little. All I 
want is to read books, and if my father can give me a few boxes 
of books at the time of my wedding, 1 shall be more than satisfied.^ 

‘Good! As the old proverb says: “A good son will not depend 
upon his father for rice fields and a good daughter will not ask 
her parents for a trousseau.*’ My child, you are a really worthy 
descendant of a family which has been thoroughly educated.* 
My mother said this with a happy smile, and I knew that these 
words sprang from the bottom of her heart. 

My father, too, was very happy when he heard that all I wanted 
was some of his books. Indeed, he was so happy that his moustache 
and beard turned up at the ends. 

‘Good, good! If you really like to study I will give you four 
big cases of books on philosophy.* 

Sometimes in the quietness of midnight I would imagine the 
disappointment which I was going to cause them, and I would 
again shed tears on their account. 

My father loved my second elder brother and me best. Now 
that my second elder brother ^as dead his affection was entirely 
centred on me. And how about myself? Was I not going to be 
heart-breaking to him even more than my second elder brother? 
My mother taught me a song: 

‘The swallows build their nests by bringing mud from distant 
places. 

But as soon as the youAg ones are grown up they disperse and 
the family is ruined.* 

I felt that my father and* mother were doing very much the 
same thing as the swallows, and were taking up mud to build their 
nest. However, I could not do anything to help them. A person 
belongs to society, he is no longer simply a devoted son to his 
parents. Time marches on, and society keeps on advancing. The 
relation between father and son must not be allowed to hamper 
the welfare of humanity. ♦ 



Chapter XXXII 


MY FIRST ATTEMPT AT ESCAPE 

This I can remember very clearly. It was on the i8th of the loth 
rhoon when my aunt Yi Wu invited my parents and me to have an 
early meal with them. For the last few months, whenever I had 
been invited out, my mother had at once refused the invitation 
for me. Now that she had begun to see signs of surrender she had 
decided to accept the invitation this time, and because on that 
very day we were having some guests ourselves and she would be 
very busy the whole morning in preparation for the feast, shfe 
herself was not going, but she asked my third elder sister-in-law 
to accompany me. She termed it very nicely as ‘accompanying 
me,’ but in reality it was to keep me imder her observation. Of 
course my father was going too, but a woman would always be 
more convenient to follow me wherever I went. 

‘Ha! So you, too, have cornel’ When I saw that Shiang was also 
sitting at the table I was so happy that tears almost dropped from 
my eyes. She, too, was very happy to see me and made me sit next 
to her. 

The feast was given in honour of a bride, and we were guests 
of lesser importance. Three tables were laid, and two of them 
were for women and girls. At my table, except for my third elder 
sister-in-law and the bride, all of us were maidens. We, like our 
naughty selves, continued to make sport of the bride, and a lady 
from the next table said to her: 

‘Bride, do not be afraid of them. These two girls are going to be 
brides very soon, and you should be very frank in telling them 
what a future bride should know.’ 

Her remark made us laugh, and Shiang was blushing. 

The feast was excellent. In ordinary cases six dishes are all 
we would usually have on such an occasion, but to-day there 
were eight, and they were all well cooked. Everybody was enjoying 
it heartily and was talking and laughing. 

I pinched Shiang’’s leg, which meant ‘March!’ Nobody thought 
that in the twinkling of an eye something would be happening 
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which would make the whole of the village of Hsieh-To-San talk 
for days. - - 

Wine, cup after cup was filled, and viands, dish after dish came 
on. 

‘Ah, I have a stomach-ache T I put my hands on my stomach 
and pretended that I was very much troubled. 

‘I hope you have not eaten something which has disagreed 
with you. How is it that you have this sudden attack of stomacl>- 
ache?* 

Many people at the same table put down their chopsticks and 
stared at me. 

‘Never mind, I had a little cold last night, and I suppose I have 
eaten a little too much. I do not think this stomach-ache is very 
serious. If you will excuse me I will rejoin you later on.* 

Saying that I was going to the lavatory, J. withdrew, and Shiang, 
pretending to look after me, followed me out. We came to the 
lavatory, where I said: 

‘Let us go. This is the time.* 

Chin Chin was the only one who knew that I was going, and 
she swore that she would not tell anybody. Besides, she had given 
me a silver dollar, which was her pocket money. It was very kind 
of her. As we were going Chin Chin rushed up to us with tears in 
her eyes: 

‘My elder sister, my uncle, when are you coming back again?* 
She held our hands and was very reluctant to let us go. Although 
we were equally reluctant to leave her, we felt as if whips were 
cracking behind our backs and we dare not stay a moment 
longer. 

‘Chin Chin, my good child, do not be sorry. We shall be writing 
home in a few days.* Turning to Shiang, I said: ‘No more delay, 
let us go at once.* 

Coming out of the lavatory, we ran for the little hill behind the 
house. Two fierce dogs followed us, barking at us very loudly. 
Immediately a middle-aged woman came from a small house, and 
as she was looking at us steadily we thought it best to slacken our 
pace and pretend that we were taking a walk. In order that she 
should not see through us we had to be very patient, although in 
our heart of hearts we would have liked to push forward as f^t 
as we could. We felt as though a fire was burning inside us, and 
we were afraid in case our hostess would discover our long absence, 
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and Shiang’s mother would know of our escape by seeing Chin 
. Chin* shedding tears. And if anybody reported anything to my 
mother, she would surely send somebody to chase after us. 

.‘Shiang, let us run. That woman has gone back into her house 
again.' 

Afraid of being overtaken by anybody, we ran with all our 
might, not daring to look back once. We met one or two coal- 
milkers who knew us, but we pretended that we did not see them 
and continued our running. We were full of terror, and fearing 
that we might meet with friends we selected a narrow path 
between the rice fields, and ran like a couple of criminals such as 
you might see in the moving pictures. Drops of perspiration rolled 
down our cheeks and we were out of breath all the time. We felt 
as if we were two camels with burdens of more than a thousand 
catties on our backs, and we were very fatigued, but we dare not 
rest for a single second nor slacken our pace in the least. 

‘Uncle Min, what should we do if somebody were to overtake 
us?' 

Shiang, who was more timid and discreet than I, suddenly 
stopped running to ask me this. 

‘Let us run as quickly as possible and they will never overtake 
us.’ 

‘Never overtake us? They would certainly send some men to 
chase us, and they would be capable of running much faster than 
we can.' 

‘Everybody was very happy at the feast and they would never 
dream of our running away. If we could only get into a boat 
sailing from Nan-Tien we would be safe.' 

Hill after hill, field after field went past us on either side but 
we never stopped. 

‘How happy I am! We have now left the dark place. Good-bye, 
for ever, my horrible homeland, which is a sample of the old 
system!' I said this to myself, and soon we arrived at Fu Yin 
village. From here it is only five li to Nan-Tien, and when I looked 
back and saw nobody was coming after us, I felt like a person 
who has just escaped the scaffold. 

‘Shiang, now we are really free!' I said loudly, and jumped with 

‘Don't be too happy. Wait until the boat sails!' She bent down, 
and cupping her hands together for some water from the river, 
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she drank and drank. I, too, felt very thirsty after our run, and I 
also bent down and had a very hearty drink. 

‘We have only one dollar between us. Will that be sufficient 
for the boatman?* Shiang was always full of apprehension. Before 
one question has been solved she would always bring up another. 

‘Although it will not carry us as far as Changsha, it will take 
us down the river for some scores of &*, and will put us out of 
range of our families. Then we can either beg our way or walk 
into Changsha. There we can work in some factory, and we can 
certainly earn our own living.* 

Suddenly we thought we heard footsteps behind us and we 
looked back, but it was only a few ducks paddling in the rice 
fields. 

‘Let us finish our journey. It is midday and we might meet 
some people here.* 

We started again and, although we had been born in this part 
of the country and should know every path in the neighbourhood, 
we had no time to find a by-path where we could avoid any friends 
or any passers-by who might detect us. Luckily we met with 
nobody, and soon we reached the place where the boats started 
fr(fm. 

My heavens, were we dreaming or were we in reality! When 
we were telling the boatman about our journey and the passage 
money we could afford to pay, I suddenly turned around, to find 
my mother standing behind me. Two sedan chair bearers were not 
far away, and they were wiping the sweat from their brows. They 
pointed and looked at us with smiles. 

‘All hope is gone,* I said secretly to myself. 

My mother would mAke a very good diplomat. When she saw 
us in this public place with many people around us she did not in 
the least betray the fact that she was dealing with a couple of 
rebel girls. She was not angry in the least. On the contrary, she 
was full of smiles, and said to the crowd who had begun to gather 
around us: 

‘These two girls wanted to be future women scholars. They 
wanted to study abroad and would not wait another day. As there 
has been no rain recently it would be a very difficult voyage for 
them. Don*t you think so, my good boatman?* 

, ‘Although the river is shallow because of the lack of rain, still 
I think I could manage to sail all right.* The boatman was very 
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trutl]ful. He did not know how much there was behind this 
comedy, and he did not really want to lose this business, small 
though it was. 

‘As the river is so shallow, certainly the boat would proceed 
very slowly,’ continued my mother with her smile. ‘Rather than 
spend all their days going slowly on the river, it would be much 
better for them to stay at home and wait for the rain.’ 

^oung people are always impatient, but haste never really 
results in speed. I suppose you, madam, want to take them back 
home.’ 

‘Yes, I want to keep them at home just for a few days more, to 
enjoy a fine fatted chicken. You see, my good boatman, when 
they leave their home they will not be able to have such good 
food as they usually have at home. Excuse me spoiling your 
business this time, but as soon as the rain comes down I am sure 
they will come back again.’ 

The boatman tried to smile, but it was a smile of bitter dis- 
appointment. 

All the onlookers looked at us and we, like fools, could not 
find any words to save ourselves. The moment I saw my mother 
I felt as if my wrists were hand-cuffed and my feet fettered, 
or, worse still, as if my head was already placed under the 
guillotine. 

Acknowledging my complete defeat, I went home downcast. 
All that night my mother scolded me, from midnight until 
morning, and she used all the terrible words she could think of. 
On the other hand I, like someone dumb, did not say a single 
word. The next morning my third elder sister-in-law told me 
what had happened on that day. 

‘We waited for you to turn up with Shiang, and after more than 
half an hour we discovered you were not in the house. I went to 
Shiang’s mother to see whether you were there, and she said she 
had not seen your shadow. Still hoping you might have returned 
to our home, I went back without finishing the feast. Our mother 
immediately knew what had happened and said: “I know they 
have escaped. Get two., sedan chair bearers for me immediately 
and I will find them.” She blamed me for being useless, and said 
that probably I was one of your accomplices, that after all I was 
not an idol of clay. How could it be possible not to have noticed 
your absence after such a long interval? She went in the chair 
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immediately after the bearers arrived, and paid no attention what- 
ever to the feast which she was giving later on/ 

When I heard the anxiety my mother had and the awful plight 
she must have been in, I could scarcely suppress my laughter. 
Although I had not been successful in my first attempt, I had 
caused her to worry, and I enjoyed thinking of that. 

The news that I had run away with Shiang was spread all over 
the village of Hsieh-To-San, even as far as Nan-Tien, people began 
to talk about our little episode of escape directly after their usual 
greetings. 

‘Those two girls really had courage and cheek. They dared to 
slip away in the daytime and from a feast where three tables 
were crowded with people.’ 

‘To think that girls would dare to escape! There is no law and 
no heaven.’ 

‘Alas, alas! The world is going to the dogs. Everything is 
changed completely. To think that young maidens would dare to 
do this kind of disgraceful thing. What is there to be said!’ 

These were the things people said, and they were all carefully 
conveyed to my ear, but I did not care. I did not regard them as 
insults. A Revolutionary should be prepared to suffer anything — 
that was the thought which comforted me. 

After I came back from my attempted escape my life was even 
less free than before. Chin Chin was not allowed to see me again, 
and even my sister and sisters-in-law and my aunt were not allowed 
to visit me. 

At night I would watch through my little window a small space 
of sky as blue as a sapphire with a moon as pure as jade. From the 
distance I could hear the barking of the dogs. I felt that I would 
end my days here. 

This life was more unbearable than being shut up in a proper 
prison, where one could meet many fellow sufferers to whom one 
might breathe one’s hardships. One might talk of the past and of 
dreams for the future, but now, in solitary confinement alone in 
a tiny room, the only thing one could do was to shut one’s mouth 
and reflect in silence. But I was not going to be a gentle lamb to 
be slaughtered at any time my master desired. I had tried once, 

I would try a second time and third time, indeed, endless times. 



Chapter XXXIII 


SECOND ATTEMPT 

On a dark night drizzling with rain I made my second attempt to 
escape. On the preceding day my mother had been packing my 
cases and was very tired, so she went to bed much earlier than 
usual. When I could hear her loud snores very distinctly, I 
suddenly thought of escape again. 

There were two doors to my room. The one on the right was 
now locked, ajpd the one on the left led to my mother’s room, and 
this was bolted every night from her side. I could not climb out 
of the windows because they had been recently barred with heavy 
planks. However, I knocked on the door of my mother’s room and 
said 1 was very thirsty and wanted a drink. Luckily it was my 
father who got up to open the door, and he never thought that 
I was trying to make my escape. 1 told him I was going to have 
a drink in my third elder sister-in-law’s room, because she always 
kept hot water in her room for the requirements of her baby in 
the night. My father saw that I went into her rot>m and thought 
all was well. 

I told my sister-in-law that I had permission to spend the 
night with her because I was very frightened after having a 
terrible dream. At last my third elder sister-in-law consented to 
let me sleep in her bed and she thought that I would be quite 
safe with her. She must have been awake during the early part of 
the night, for when she fell asleep again she was soon snoring 
very loudly. The rain became very heavy and the whole world was 
wrapped in complete darkness. I realised that the loving mother 
who had been troubled by her child for the best part of the night 
was not likely to be easily awakened, so I crept up very silently 
and ran out as quickly as I could. This time I tried not to go by 
the road to Nan-Tien, so the only way was for me to tramp over 
the mountain. 

When I was groping for the dark mountain, a dog started to 
bark, at me. I immediately realised that I must walk like a gentle- 
man and not like a thief, so I slackened my pace and made my 
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way to the mountain. As if the heavens were taking pity on me, 
the rain began to stop and there was a shade of paleness in the 
sky which enabled me to see my road very clearly. The dogs were 
still barking but not so fiercely as before. I walked boldly forward, 
and as the mountain path was very rocky and steep it was very 
difficult to walk, especially in the rain, as it was slippery. I fell 
many times, and was covered with clay and water. I thought that 
with mud all over my face I would be taken as a ghost if I met 
anybody in the morning. 

As soon as I got out of the village I began to run again, and I 
felt as if there were thousands of people chasing behind me. 

Suddenly I fell into the brook, and as 1 fell I felt my face was 
covered with blood, being cut in several places by the gravel. 
‘Oh heavens, please save me ! My life and death depiend upon you. 
If I do not get away to-night my life will be finished.* 

I do not believe in heaven, but when one is in a desperate state 
one’s thought naturally turns towards something which is sup- 
posed to be powerful. 

In the distance I seemed to see some stars sparkling. At first I 
thought they were real stars, but soon realised that on a dark 
night like this one couldn’t see any stars. Then the red stars became 
bigger and nearer, and I started wondering what they were. Were 
they fireflies or were they ghost fires? I was told that in the 
wild places where people were buried one generally saw ghost 
fires. 

Thoughts of terror began to come into my mind. Would they 
be devils trying to frighten me back to my home? No, it must be 
my imagination. I should not be afraid. I must go on, and I 
should realise that at this time of night, and on such a night, there 
was nothing to stop me from proceeding on my journey. 

But the sparkling lights came nearer and nearer to me, and I 
kept on wondering whether they were caused by human beings 
or by ghosts. As they were coming directly in my way, had I 
better avoid them or have the matter out by going straight into 
them? I thought for a moment that if it was a ghost, it might be 
the ghost of my second elder brother who came to guide me. I 
thought that he would never forsake me, especially at such a time 
when I needed him most. But really I never believed in the theory 
of the survival of the soul, and stories of ghosts were mere 
nonsense. 
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Then suddenly T began to see that two big torches were beaming 
•infroVit of me, and someone shouted very loudly: 

‘Hey, look! There she is, there she isl* 

•I turned immediately and started to run in the opposite direction. 
No matter whether they were ghosts or men, I wanted to get 
'away from them. 

‘Young Mistress Min, don’t run away. We have come to fetch 
you* back. Your mother was worrying in case you would be 
frightened on such a night.’ 

My heavens! I was right after all. They were two devils who 
had been sent to bring me back to hell again. Couldn’t they 
realise that they were really acting as instruments for the ruler 
of the other world? 

No matter what I said to them they were very calm, and tried 
their best to persuade me to go home. I was furious, and used 
very strong language to them. They had at last to drag me home 
by force. 

When I was quite near my prison, I began to see that the big 
black dog was their guide, and that it was owing to this dog that 
I was found. 

Everybody at home was up, and even the lamp before the 
ancestral shrine was lighted, as if they were celebrating the New 
Year’s Eve. 

‘Where, did you find this devil? Do not bring her in, but throw 
her out. I do not want to look at her!’ my mother shouted, and 
she herself looked more hideous than death. My poor third elder 
sister-in-law, trembling and with swollen eyes, greeted me. I 
looked at her with sympathy and gratitude. Undoubtedly she had 
helped me in my escape ; although I had failed again miserably 
it was entirely because of her that I was able to make this second 
attempt. 



Chapter XXXIV 


THIRD ATTEMPT 

Twenty days more and I would be married. The Shiao family 
had sent many telegrams to their son to come home for the great 
event but he did not appear, because I, too, had sent a message 
to him on my first arrival at Nan-Tien, telling him that I would 
not marry him. The parents of both families were greatly worried, 
and they were comparable to ants on a hot oven, uncomfortable 
in the daytime as well as at night. My mother was particularly so; 
she could not eat, could not drink, suffering sleepless nights, 
cursing me and grumbling to my father saying he should not have 
sent me to school. 

Their worst fear was in case Shiao Kwang would not take me 
as his wife. That indeed would have been a greater shame than 
my not consenting to marry him. While my mother was preparing 
everything for the bride, I told my father very frankly: 

Tf you think you may be able to take me to the Shiao family 
by force, there will be only one of two results, either I will commit 
suicide or I will escape. Father, T sincerely advise you to believe 
that since I will carry out my words, you had better not send all 
those things to them. It will be just pure waste.’ 

My father believed me, and conveyed what I said to my mother. 
With the experience of my repeated attempts to escape, he 
believed that I could not possibly marry Shiao. Kwang. But my 
mother had her obstinate views. 

‘To commit suicide! That was a mere threat. Every young girl 
is liable to threaten her parents if she doesn’t get a husband to 
her taste. To’escapel When she is married she will think better 
of that. When a woman is in a man’s hands, no matter how fierce 
she was before, she will become as gentle as a lamb. I believe our 
future son-in-law is not a fool. If he would only be nice to her, I 
am sure she would take to him in spite of her threats.’ 

Alas, my mother was too clever to understand her daughter’s 
feelings and’ character. She thought that with this splendid 
trousseau and some nice promises she might induce me to do her 
bidding, so ten days before the wedding she sent everything to 
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the Shiao family. I sighed. I was deeply sorry for her. 1 was the 
•only one who realised that she had been saving for more than ten 
years, and now all her savings were given away to somebody who 
.would not be married to her daughter. 

For the third time I attempted to escape. But as my sister said 
very wisely, no matter how capable I was, I could not possibly 
fly out of my mother’s cage. 

^ This time my mother did not send two strong farm hands to 
chase me, but two gentlemen in their long garments. One was 
my eldest brother and the other my sister’s husband. When they 
stopped me outside a shop in a street in Nan-Tien I took out a 
sharp knife which I carried with me and put it near my throat. 
I swore to them very solemnly: 

T have sworn that if anybody comes to force me home, I will 
cut my throat there and then.’ 

But in the twinkling of an eye my knife passed into the hands 
of my eldest brother. He also put it near his throat and said: 

T will kill myself if you do not come with me.’ 

‘And me too,’ added my sister’s husband. 

Immediately a great crowd gathered around us because, in 
order to get away unobserved, I had disguised myself as a middle- 
aged woman, and I suppose my disguise was so ridiculous that 
people were staring at me with curiosity. When I was arguing .with 
my brother and my sister’s husband the whole street was blocked 
up by onlookers, and they began to laugh at me when they saw that 
I was shedding tears and struggling desperately with my men folk. 
For two hours we kept on arguing and struggling, and at last I 
was persuaded to go home for the time being. As I knew I could 
not go any further, and I did not want to make myself a laughing- 
stock to the whole town, I had to follow them. 

Strangely enough, this time when I arrived home my mother 
did not say a word to me. Father, after giving me a very hurried 
glance, looked down at the ground and went away. The house was 
again crowded with people and I could hear whispers from every- 
one that I thought must be comments on my disguise. They 
wanted to laugh but they dared not provoke me. My niece, Yun 
Pao, was the only one who said audibly: 

^‘Mamma, why is^ auntie dressed in such queer clothes?’ 

My sister shook her head at her and the child dare not say 
another word. 
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I was not going to be silent this time. I was only waiting for 
someone to say a word to me, and then I would go for her with 
my last breath. But unexpectedly everyone was as if deaf and 
dumb, and my mother tried her best to avoid me. 1 went to bed 
by myself. 

The wedding day was approaching, and Shiao Kwang had not 
yet come home. To the repeated telegrams sent to him his answer 
was always, ‘Telegrams received. Returning later.’ The Shiao 
family was so desperately anxious to have the wedding performed 
that they decided to take me to their home on that very day even if 
the bridegroom should not arrive. They said that they could 
perform the wedding ceremony by proxy, and as soon as their son 
arrived a second ceremony could take place. At first I thought 
that my mother would consent to this arrangement, but she knew 
that I would escape from the Shiao family immediately I was there, 
and that would be a very great damage to her good name, so she 
insisted that the wedding must not take place before the boy’s 
arrival. A few days later the go-between came in a sedan chair 
and bowed repeatedly to my mother: 

‘Congratulations! Congratulations! The bridegroom has arrived 
at last!’ 

Immediately every member of my family was as busy as if they 
had just been mobilised, but my sister and my third elder sister- 
in-law came secretly to my room and shed a tear of sympathy. 
They sighed and were very sorry for me. They were afraid that 
something tragic would happen on the eve of the wedding. 

‘Alas! You must think very carefully before you do anything 
rash. You must remember that you are a well-educated girl, and 
you must not sacrifice your knowledge even if you have no love 
for your own life.’ 

My third elder sister-in-law said this to me. My sister was 
sobbing incessantly. She could not find words to comfort me. 
My eldest sister-in-law and my sixth great-aunt came to persuade 
me riot to be obstinate, and to congratulate me on the coming 
great event. When they said, ‘The Goddess of Mercy will protect 
you,’ I felt that remark to be almost unendurable and would have 
liked to answer: 

‘Let the^Goddess of Mercy protect you! I have no need of her 
because I shall become a goddess myself very soon.’ 

The children were jumping and running about and laughing 
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in the big hall, where red lanterns with red candles inside them 
•were hanging everywhere. The Shiao family had been very 
generous in sending plenty of candles to us, and the children 
.were enjoying these things very much. 

Everybody in Hsieh-To-San was more or less full of appre- 
hension. They did not know whether this would turn out to be a 
tragedy or a comedy. All they knew was that a monster — a rebel 
female — ^was going to do something extraordinary that would 
furnish them with material for gossip after their tea and wines. I 
was the talk of the whole village. They wanted to criticise me, 
discuss me, and even speculate what would be my future. Shiang's 
mother had also been invited by my mother to come and partake 
of the wedding feast. As she knew that I had been attempting to 
escape three times before, she said this to me: 

‘Min Kon, you have been troubling yourself unnecessarily for 
the past month. Look into the mirror and you will realise that a 
bride should take care of herself much better than you have done. 
I advise you to give up your wild thoughts.’ 

Shiang, at her side, also said: 

‘Uncle Min, I think you had better give it up. There is no hope 
of escape.’ 

I was furious, and when I was alone with her I said: 

‘So you have become a coward.’ 

‘I have no more strength for struggle. I have decided to let 
myself be destroyed by the old system.’ 

‘Why have you suddenly become a coward.’ 

‘Because my strength has failed me.’ 

‘All right! You will become a model woman, and will act 
entirely according to your father’s and mother’s instructions, and 
believe in the plausible words of the go-betweens. You will become 
an excellent wife.’ 

I thought that these words would provoke her, but the only 
result they produced was that she laughed at me ironically and 
asked me sarcastically: 

‘Please tell me, what is the result of your struggle?’ 

‘The result? You will seel’ 

I was very sorry to perceive that we two, who had grown up 
together and become friends later on, were now no better than 
enemies. The friendship between us was entirely gone. While I 
looked down on her, perhaps she was also looking down on me. 
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Both of US believed that the other was not acting properly. We 
looked at each other in silence for a few seconds, then both 
turned our eyes away and looked at the fire. 

That was our last meeting. When I made my fourth attempt at 
escape and succeeded at last in leaving my old village, I knew I 
was fighting by myself. Since then Shiang has become a martyr 
to the old system and the mother of three children. I think of 
her very often and pity her all the moje. 

When I succeeded in getting away for the last time I was not 
in a hurry, and like the poet who lingered in the beautiful scene 
of his childhood, I composed this poem: 

‘Farewell, my native land; 

A place of beauty, with mountains evergreen. 

With water always murmuring; 

With peach and apricot trees like pictures, 

And with weeping willow’'s hanging down like threads. 

‘O, my beautiful native land. 

You have intoxicated the soul of my childhood. 

And have also wasted away the best time of my life. 

There is nothing left but bloody scars on my heart. 

‘The old system was like a fierce tiger 

Who would swallow everyone in the darkness. 

Struggle! struggle! 

That alone will bring the final victory everywhere. 

Farewell, my native land!* 



Part Five 

MY WANDERING LIFE 

Chapter XXXV 
IN PRISON 

Perhaps I was destined to taste all sorts of bitterness in this 
world. Just coming out from the family prison, I was going to 
another prison very soon, and this time it was a real one. 

When I was in Changsha I thought of poor Shiang, who was 
caged in a tiny place and could have little fresh air, so I bought 
some books about Socialism which I thought might be helpful 
to her to pass her long and dreary days. I had them packed 
and was going to the post office, when suddenly I met two young 
men. 

‘Min, where are you going?’ said one. ‘I never thought to meet 
you here. When did you arrive?’ 

One was O Se and the other was Mo Lin, two comrades in the 
days of Wu Chang. We stopped amid the traffic and talked about 
what had happened since we pai:ted. They told me they were 
staying at Shin An Hotel, and so we decided to have a talk there. 

Everything happened as if in a dream. While we were talking 
about old times, soldiers and policemen rushed in, took my parcel 
of books together with some of their books, bound us, and escorted 
us to their headquarters. They gave us no reason and no chance of 
explaining ourselves. On the way all the people in the street 
stopped to look at us, and some children even shouted at us: 

‘Kill them, kill them, those Communists!’ 

And I heard an elderly lady say with a sigh : 

‘What a pity that one of those wretched Communists is a young 
girl.’ 

‘Walk quickly. Are your legs not functioning?’ One of the 
soldiers struck me with the butt of his rifle very hard. 

‘You devil! How dare you strike me?’ I stopped and looked at 
hirh fiercely. 

‘M’m, strike you! I shall cut off your head to-morrow!* 
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I was urged to push forward, and 1 don’t know how I possibly 
got into the headquarters. 

We were locked into the prison immediately. It was composed 
of two small rooms. The two men occupied one, and I was put in 
the smaller and darker room with a stinking smell. 

‘Hey, what is that?’ 

I thought I was treading on something soft, and someone 
immediately shouted: 

Tt is a person like yourself,’ and she stood up. 

T am extremely sorry. Coming just from outside and the room 
being so dark I cannot see at all. I hope you will pardon me.’ 
My sincerity moved her. 

‘Never mind. I was having a nap just then. What is your case?’ 
Her voice indicated that she was not from Changsha, probably 
coming from Lui Yang. 

‘1 have no case. They just arrested me without reason.’ 

‘From where did they arrest you?* 

‘From a hotel. I went to see two friends, and the inspector 
suddenly came with soldiers and police and without asking me 
any questions, they arrested me.’ 

‘Where are they?’ 

‘Also here in the room opposite.’ Following the pointing of my 
finger she looked and saw Mo Lin and O Se. 

‘Which of them is your husband?’ 

I thought this was ridiculous, and would have liked to rebuff 
her, but realising that we were both fellow sufferers I was not 
angry. . 

‘They are both my friends. I am still a maiden.’ 

This was the first moon of the year. It was drizzling with rain 
and everywhere was wet. We sat on a board, not covered with a 
mattress, but merely with some rotten straw. Neither were we 
given coverlets nor blankets. No food was served to us. I felt a 
thousand things were stinging me, and 1 preferred to stand rather 
than to sit or lie down. 

‘The straw has been here for a very long time. I think there 
must be plenty of fleas and bugs in it. I am full of bites.’ 

She tried to show me her arm by pulling up her sleeve, but it 
was so dark that I could see nothing. 

‘Are we having nothing to eat at all?’ I felt hungry and I was 
hoping that she would say ‘Yes,’ 
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‘M’m, something to eat? You are not given even a drop of 
•water to drink. You must inform your family, and ask them to 
send you rice and tea.’ 

• ‘Oh, so it is like that? But my family will not be sending me 
anything.’ 

The jailer came and swore at us and told us to shut up. 

About seven o’clock in the evening several soldiers with pistols 
in their hands came. They opened the lock and took me to the 
judge. 

The judge was a man little more than forty years old, with a 
moustache in the form of an inverted V. He looked like a very 
kind man, but reason told me that judges are never kind. 

He asked me my surname, my age, my profession and my native 
place, and then his next sentence was: 

‘How were you initiated into the Communist Party? Where is 
your organisation, and what specific work are you in charge of?’ 

‘What? I do not understand what you mean. I am only a student 
from the Girls’ Normal School.’ 

He said that it was no use for me to give a cunning answer to 
his question, and he added: 

‘If you are not a Communist, Why is it that you have* these 
Communistic books?’ 

‘I bought these books from a shop. If it is wrong to have them, 
then you must arrest the booksellers, because they must be 
Communists too.’ 

‘Don’t talk nonsense. Confess immediately, and I promise you 
that you will be released. Otherwise you will be shot to-morrow 
morning.’ The judge threatened me with angry looks, and wanted 
me to confess. 

‘My life is entirely in your hands*. If you want to shoot me, I 
cannot do anything about it, but I have nothing to confess,’ I 
answered very calmly, but he was still angry. 

‘We will not shoot anybody who is innocent. Because you have 
offended against the law, you are liable to be shot.’ 

‘I have not committed any offence against the law.’ 

‘The proofs are here.’ He banged the books on the table. ‘How 
dare you deny it? Strike her, strike herl’ he shouted to the man 
standing at my side'. 

Thick and heavy blows were inflicted on my legs. I fell down. 
Although it was very painful, I maintained silence. 
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‘If you still do not confess, then we will pour chili water into 
your nostrils/ 

I had already heard that this was one of the cruel tortures 
they used against Communists, and many political prisoners who 
really were not Communists were made to confess simply because 
of not being able to endure this hardship. Many young lives had 
been wrongfully sacrificed. 

They immediately saw that 1 was thinking hard. Indeed, I was 
trembling. 

‘Confess immediately! Do not try to think of something to 
deceive me. Do you want a dose of chili water?^ 

‘You cannot frighten me into a false confession. I know nothing 
and have nothing to confess.* 

I do not know what the clerk wrote in the book. The judge 
looked at it and said: 

‘Wait for another time. We will let her taste something bitter.* 
And I was ordered to be sent back to my confinement. 

When I was near the door of their prison, Mo Lin put his head 
near the iron bars and said: 

‘What did you say?* 

When I was on the point of answering him, a pistol butt 
knocked very heavily on my shoulder and I was told to shut up. 
They, too, had been summoned before the judge separatdy. It 
seemed that the case was very serious, because I heard one of the 
jailers say to the night watchman: 

‘The judge said one of them is an important member of the 
Communist Party, and he will be shot to-morrow morning.* 

The woman was sound asleep. When I stood up behind the 
bars to look at my friends, they too looked at me in despair. We 
could only communicate our thoughts with our eyes, we were not 
allowed to use our mouths. I noticed that in O Se*s eyes tears 
glistened in the dim light. I began to think that he should not be 
like this. In our school were we not taught: ‘A revolutionary will 
not shed tears, but only blood*? Why was it that when something 
unfortunate happened the first thing he shed should be tears? 



Chapter XXXVI 


OUT OF PRISON 

I w^s summoned before the judge for a second time, and what I 
said to him was exactly Uke I had said before. 

I perceived that the judge was very angry with me but he 
suppressed his anger, and instead of beating me again or giving 
me other forms of torture, he asked me very politely to come to 
his private office. There he dismissed his attendant and talked 
to me alone. I knew he was trying the way of soft tactics. He 
wanted to use some sweet honeyed words, as he would to a child, 
in order to induce me to confess. 

‘Sit down, please, and let us discuss this slowly. Do you smoke?’ 

‘No, thank you.’ 

‘Nowadays many young people are going in the wrong direction, 
and therefore sacrificing their lives in vain. I see that you are a 
very clever and extraordinary girl, and it must have been in a 
moment of weakness of mind that you drifted on to the wrong 
road. If you will realise your mistake and determine to reform, I 
have very good hopes for you in the future. I am really one of 
your well-wishers, and will do everything to help you. Now, please 
tell me very honestly about yourself.’ 

Although his words, were so kind, there seemed to be two 
deadly rays shining from his fierce eyes, I dare not look at him, 
and turning away I said: 

‘I am sorry, judge, I do not quite understand what you are 
saying. I have not been drifting on to the wrong road, and so I 
have nothing to reform.’ 

‘Do you want to be beheaded?’ He banged one of his fists on 
the table, which naade me jump. He was very angry and did not 
pretend he was not. 

‘If you want to behead me, I cannot help it. Many things 
cannot be helped, however much one wishes they could.’ 

I also became angry; and said this loudly. As he could not find 
out anything more from me, he ordered that I should be fettered, 
and I was conducted back to my cell again. 

7 *^9 
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On the following morning, when my fellow sufferer awoke, she 
put her mouth near to my ear and whispered: 

‘How many times were you summoned last night?* 

I whispered back to her, revealing what had occurred. She 
shook her head and heaved a deep sigh. 

‘Before, I was here for seven days, and I saw five young girls 
like you, and one of them was only fifteen. They were all put in 
prison on the first day and led away the following morning to be 
. . . Alas! I hope you will not ... be like that!* 

I did not know how to answer. 

Then she told me about herself. She said her case was not a 
serious one, only that she had wounded her husband in a quarrel. 
She added: 

‘As soon as I get out I will send you rice and tea. Please do not 
despair. I think I shall be out in a few days.* 

‘I am afraid I shall not need anything from you by that time!* 
1 said this rather absent-mindedly, and I never thought it would 
make her shed tears for me. I was deeply moved. 1 held her hand 
very fast and put my head on her breast. In the meantime my 
tears were running down in streams. I felt she was a very endearing 
person, and I treated her as a very old friend. 

I never dreamt that I, who could be considered as having my 
name down in the Book of the King of the Other World, would 
at last be allowed to come back again. 

When I was summoned for the fourth time the judge told me 
that all our statements were considered to be stubborn. He told 
me that they had found further evidence df a Commumst nature 
in O Se*s suitcase, and that as we were all people of no profession 
and coming from places which we couldn*t vouch for, we should 
be sentenced to death. 

Then the judge started to ask me to state the conditions of my 
family in detail, and when he heard the name of my father he 
was shocked. He told me that he had been a student under my 
father for four years, and because of this relationship between 
him and my father there was a ray of hope for saving my life. 

He immediately promised to let me write a letter to my eldest 
brother, who was now living outside the North City Gate, and very 
kindly ordered the serving soldier to despatch the letter. About 
three o*clock on the following day my eldest brot^^er and his 
father-in-law, Mr. Rung, came hurriedly to see me in prison. 
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Of course my eldest brother pulled a long face and gave me a very 
good 'lecture, but elderly Mr. Rung was very kind and comforted 
me thus: 

•‘Do not worry. No matter what happens we will get you out 
of this.’ 

‘I am not alone. I have twn friends who are here.’ Mo Lin and 

0 Se smiled and nodded their heads to them. But my eldest 
brother said sarcastically: 

, ‘Since they have come here they must be patient and taste a 
little bit of life behind iron bars. Few people are so privileged.’ 
They went to see the judge, and I said to my friends: 

‘There is some hope we might get out.’ 

‘Since the judge was a student under your father, of course 
there is hope for you, but for us 1 do not know.’ O Se said this in 
a very sad voice and his eyes were full of tears. 

‘If we must die, let us die. What do I care!’ Mo Lin started up 
sentimentally, but I tried to comfort him. 

‘If I am released, of course you will be released. Our case is the 
same.’ 

After two hours my eldest brother came back alone. He told 
me that as soon as security from a responsible shop could be 
obtained I would be set free. 

‘How about my two friends?’ I asked anxiously. 

‘That I don’t know. As I do not know them personally, naturally 

1 dare not say anything for them. It is entirely beyond my power 
to do anything for them.’ He said this very loudly in order that 
they might hear him. 

‘No, I will not go out alone. I will stay in prison and keep them 
company,’ I said resolutely. 

‘To keep them company? If their lives . . .’ 

‘Then I will also sacrifice my life with them.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because it was on account of a few books I bought that we 
were arrested. Actually I have compromised them. Why should I 
be released while they are still in jail?’ 

I knew I was right, and I also knew that my eldest brother, 
because of me, would not really let them alone. Since the judge 
was. a student under ihy father, there should be some consideration 
for all of us. 

But very fortunately O Se’s friend, Len Chun, had heard the 
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news of our arrest and had come with a shop security to get them 
out. So on the fourth day all three of us had our freedom; 

We had spent three days in prison, and all we had eaten was a 
bowl of nooses each, and that cost us two dollars. It was wretched 
stuff, but it tasted better than the finest dish in any splendid 
banquet at which I have ever been. Even to this day I can remember 
its nice taste in my mouth. 

After we got out of prison we never saw each other again* I 
was told later that their departure was miserable. The only person 
who saw them off was Len Chun, who told me that they were 
still worrying about me in case I would be made to go back to my 
home. T was very grateful to them for their friendship even in 
the time of their own distress. 



Chapter XXXVII 


THE SCHOOLMISTRESS 

‘Good news! Mr. Chang, the headmaster of the Fifth Provincial 
Middle School, would like you for a teacher for the Chinese class 
in the elementary school attached to the middle school. I have 
recommended you to him, and as he knew us very well, he 
engaged you immediately. Now, pack up your things and start 
for Heng Yang to-morrow.* 

My eldest brother told me this happy news, and I was over- 
joyed. My heavens, I hoped this was not a dream! 

This was the spring of 1928. My original idea was first of all 
to find some work, and if the opportunity arose I would like to 
go to work in a school. As for entering a university for higher 
studies, that was only a dream which I knew would never be 
realised, but nevertheless there was such a hope in my mind, and 
I would never give it up. Of course, in the first place I wanted to 
be independent and not be an expense either to my family or to 
my friends, and secondly, there was no other way open to me, so 
I immediately resigned myself to the life of a miserable school- 
teacher. 

When I arrived at the school, the headmaster put me in touch 
with Mr. Huan the teacher in charge of the elementary school. Im- 
mediately I perceived that I didn’t make a very good first impression 
on him. He never thought that Mr. Chang would engage such a young 
girl to teach such an important class, Chinese being the mother- 
tongue of the children. As a rule people always thought that young 
girls were useless. They could make trouble but achieve nothing. 
And the chief of the elementary school shared this view. To be a 
teacher at all is a thing which frightens me. The room assigned 
to me was next to the class which I was going to teach. It was the 
second term of the sixth year and the second term of the fifth 
, year- combined in one class, and I was the form mistress. 

‘My heavens! To-morrow I shall be a schoolmistress. What 
am -I to do?’ On the preceding afternoon I leaned on the balustrade 
outside my room, looking at the sky, and was in a quandary, I 
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did not have a comfortable night, and was looking with misgiving 
for the approach of the day. Though I love children, for the time 
being I forgot about them and could only think of my miseries. 

Why was it that I could not be like others, and have a change 
of going into a university for further studies, but should have to 
resign myself to this miserable life of playing with a piece of chalk 
all day long? 

What ability and what qualifications had I to be a teacher of 
the rising generation? I kept on asking myself. 

The dreadful day arrived. I had been told by the headmaster 
that I was the form mistress, and it was my responsibility to be 
present at the morning meeting before the classes began, to say 
something to the students and to look after them, and on the 
days when I was on special duty T had to call the rolls in the 
morning and afternoon, inspect the dormitories and classrooms, 
record the proceedings of the day in the classroom diaries, and 
I must not leave the office the whdle day. Should there arise any 
quarrels between the students, or if they had any requirements, 
it was my duty to attend to them. 

These details made me very uneasy. I do not think I am good 
at these things, and there was no way of asking about them. 

The morning meeting started. 

Like a. puppet I stood in the playground. The whistle sounded 
and all the children were listening intently to what the teacher 
on duty that day was saying. Suddenly all their small eyes looked 
at me, which made me very embarrassed. My face was burning, 
and I turned my head away to look at the basket-ball board. No, 
that was wrong. The headmaster told me that I should look at the 
students during the morning meeting, so I had to turn my head 
back. Ah, that was dreadful! More than three hundred pairs of 
eyes were staring at me as if they were counting how many hairs 
I had on my head. I cannot say why I was afraid, but I only 
wished that I was not there. 

Another whistle sounded and the students began to march. 
This made me much easier and, following the students of the 
fifth and sixth year, I entered the classroom. 

When I stepped on the platform I realised that I must be 
blushing because I felt very hot. 

‘My schoolmates, I too am a schoolgirl coming recently from 
Normal School. Actually I am not a graduate yet, because I 
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joined the Army during my last year at my school, and therefore 
I have not obtained the diploma. According to my age, I am not 
qlfalified to be your teacher, but I think I shall make a very good 
and sincere friend for you all. If there is anything which you do 
hot understand, I do not presume to be able to teach you, but 
we can have a general discussion and study the subject together. 
Therefore 1 hope you will treat me like one of your schoolmates 
rather than as a teacher.* 

• After my short speech the children began to smile on me, and 
from that moment onwards I became their teacher, and also a 
slave for my living. 

It was not so bad. Though the teaching occupied most of my 
time when I should have been studying, my mind was very much 
at ease, and every sentence uttered by the children, every move- 
ment made by them, was always lovely to me.. They were so 
innocent, so pure, so honest that I had to like them. 

As a new member of society I was a complete failure, for I 
did not know how to be hypocritical, how to say things which I 
did not mean, or how to do things which I did not want to do. 
I was always honest and frank to everybody. Alas, I knew too little 
of the world, and because of this something unfortunate happened 
soon after I came to this school. 

All the teachers in the school were men and I was the only 
mistress, and because I was very young and the class I took was 
the highest of the elementary school, I did not get on very well 
with my fellow teachers, especially the one who was in charge of 
this school. As I was almost a child myself, and liked to mix with 
them all day long in their play, my students liked and respected 
me more than they did any other teacher. They also were most 
obedient to me and paid special attention to my classes. 

They liked very much to talk with me, and whenever I told 
them about the Revolution of 1927 they would jump with joy. 
Some of the boys who were members of the Boy Scouts had been 
giving lectures to the people outside. They also told me how 
heartily they were welcomed by their listeners. It seemed to me 
that these past incidents about the Revolution became more 
interesting when they were related by the children. 

I began to know that Mr. Wong was a young man with advanced 
ideas. He realised what an age we were in and understood the 
Revolution thoroughly. We began to talk to each other, as he was 
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also a form master and had a profound knowledge of classical 
education as well as a grasp of the new knowledge. We had much 
to talk about together. To be truthful, besides him there wa’s'ilot 
another person with whom I liked to talk. But I was teaching 
for twenty-eight hours a week, besides having to correct tbre 
children's diaries, handwriting, notebooks and compositions. I 
also must read a little bit myself and prepare for my lessons. 
What more time could I spare for talking? 

Because I loved the children, I paid special attention to their 
school life and looked after them in every way. For instance, the 
library, gymnasium and games room should all have been ex- 
tended. I tried my best to get the school authorities to buy more 
books and more equipment for the children. The school library 
was a miserable place. Besides a few old-fashioned magazines and 
nonsensical novels, there was nothing at all. They had only two 
. footballs, which had been patched and patched again, and as for 
the games room, there was nothing except a set of ping-pong> and 
that had been bought by the students themselves. In connection 
with my proposals for further equipment, I made repeated 
requests to the teacher in charge of the elementary school, and 
these made him very angry with me. One day the headmaster 
asked me to see him. 

‘The teacher in charge of the elementary school, Mr. Huan, is not 
satisfied with you. I do not know what is the matter. Perhaps when 
young people first come to serve in society they are a little bit too 
frank and forward, and that is a handicap.^ He was quite uneasy, 
and could not find suitable words to say to me. 

‘What, I am not satisfactory? It is probably not that I am too 
frank and forward, but that I have been too honest, too responsible 
and too enthusiastic about my work. Tell me what I should do.’ 

Honestly I did not know what to do. I thought that to be 
enthusiastic about one’s work was a thing to be recommended. 

‘You are putting to me a very difficult question, but I think 
the best answer would be to advise you to take everything mor^ 
easily. Wait until the end of the term and see what we can do.’ 

‘Do^you want me to resign after the term?’ 

‘M’m, I am afraid so.’ 

‘What is your reason?’ 

‘Well, you have been on rather intimate terms with a certain 
master. As this is an out-of-the-way city, people are not accustomed 
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to such freedom. Of course this is just one of Mr. Huan’s pretexts. 
His real aim is to get rid of you . . .’ 

*‘*VVhat is it, please,’ I interrupted. 

‘To be honest, he is afraid of you because you are more capable 
and more responsible and, above all, more respected by the 
students.’ 

‘1 know. That is a very serious shortcoming on my part, but 
his pretext is not a very good one. Since this is a co-education 
sdhool and you have engaged a schoolmistress, how would it be 
possible for me to avoid being friendly with a schoolmaster? 
Besides, I have only talked with Mr. Wong two or three times, 
and our conversation was entirely concerned with literature.’ 

‘I know, but it would be better if you could avoid discussing 
even that with him. If you could do that, he would have no 
pretext!’ 

‘Ha, ha! that is quite easy,’ and I laughed. 

From the next day I put into practice my own Monroe doctrine. 
Not only did I not speak with any of the schoolmasters, but neither 
would I enter the masters’ common-room, nor partake in the 
masters’ committee meetings. My excuse was that as all the 
others were men and I should not speak with any man, I had 
better avoid them altogether. When J started with this policy, of 
course 1 knew that they would begin to talk about me, and Mr. 
Wong felt that I had not been fairly treated. There were many 
other masters who had sympathy for me, but still I decided not 
to communicate with them at all. 

One evening the teacher in charge of the elementary school 
paid me an unexpected visit. I would have liked to turn him out, 
but he had already sat down in my room. 

‘What is your business here, Mr. HuanP’ 

‘No particular business. Just to have a talk with you.’ 

‘I am sorry, but I do not want to talk with any master.’ 

‘Ah, hal you want me to go? Well, I will go.’ He looked at me 
with a fierce smile. 

‘I hope you will.’ 

‘But I am thinking, since you have such driving energy and 
such good teaching methods, that you should not waste your time 
here with us.’ 

• I knew what he was going to say, but I pretended that I did not 
understand. 

7 * 
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‘Waste my time? Indeed! I am doing some good work here, and 
besides, I am being paid for it/ 

‘Well said, well said! But for a scholar with a future like you 
the best way is to acquire further education. This school is a 
wretched place for you to waste your time in.’ 

‘All right, I understand. I would not have cared to come to 
your school had I not been asked by my friend, Mr. Chang, the 
headmaster. Since you have such good wishes for my welfare and 
my future, I can assure you that I will leave the school when the 
summer vacation comes. Good-bye, I do not want to see you 
again.’ 

Later on I learned that he had a relative who was out of a job, 
and was hoping that I would leave the school sooner. I was sorry 
that my staying in the place was depriving somebody of an honest 
bowl of rice, so I decided to leave the school as soon as possible. 

Ten days before the ceremony of graduation of the sixth form, 
which I had been teaching, I left the school silently, but my 
students knew that I was going and they came to bid me farewell, 
and many of them shed tears. 

‘We will meet in future. I hope you will be diligent in your 
studies.’ My eyes also became red, and I had nothing to say. I 
gave them a last long look and went away. 

I had twenty dollars with me, and the school still owed me one 
month’s salary, but I wanted to get away hurriedly, and could 
not wait for another month for overdue money. 



Chapter XXXVIII 


UNDER SUSPICION 

My first experience of the ways of the world was a severe blow 
to me. 1 began to see that it was a dark place, and many of its 
principles were horrible. Hypocrisy was everywhere. How terrible 
it was! 

I had also seen that the old system was still prevailing in aH., 
parts of China, and that women, and especially unmarried girls, 
had a slender chance in the world. But I was not in despair. I 
took this as one of my first lessons, and a very good lesson too, 
and I was ready to take more, so that I would really be able to 
face the horrible reality of life. I must not give up my struggle 
and surrender to the old system. Let me go forward. The world 
is large. I could always find, away from Changsha, a place where 
I could fight and maintain my ground. 

I decided not to let anybody know of my whereabouts, and to 
start my wandering life. Like a fallen leaf in the autumn wind, I 
would stay wherever I drifted to. 

There was a girl who was in similar circumstances to mine. 
She was I Chin. She had written me many letters asking me to 
take her out of Changsha. She had been nearly murdered by the 
old system, and if I did not help her nobody would do so. So I 
sent her a letter asking her to go with me to Shanghai, to work in 
some factory if we could not find anything better to do. 

Len Chun, who was in Changsha, gave me all his sympathy. 
He told me the boat I should take, and where 1 could find friends. 
As I had left the school in a very unsatisfactory manner, I decided 
that J[ must leave Changsha without letting my eldest brother 
know. He would blame me for not being sociable with the author- 
ities of the school to which he had reconmiended me, and would 
not understand that I wanted to start on my adventurous wandering 
life. 

In the evening I, with I Chin and Len Chun, embarked on a 
boat bound for Wu Chang. I Chin was exactly like an escaped 
convict, fearing lest somebody from her family was following her. 
Len Chun, too, said that this trip was a rather risky one, for the 
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military law prevailing in Changsha paid strict attention to all 
travellers who were suspected as Communists. He tried to divert 
our thoughts by telling us amusing stories, but we were still full 
of terror. 

‘Hark! Is that the police coming to inspect us?’ I heard a noise 
outside and asked Len Chun and I Chin to stop talking. I looked 
through the crevice of the cabin door and saw a group of policemen 
and soldiers on board starting their search. Len Chun was ajso 
frightened, and he said, knitting his brows: 

‘Don’t be frightened. Let us have an alibi.’ 

He was a man of the world. Although he realised that the 
search would be troublesome, he assumed a very calm attitude. 

‘What is an alibi?’ I Chin asked me in a whisper. 

‘An alibi is a story we should tell to the police.’ Len Chun 
lighted a cigarette and we sat down to make up a story. He was 
very quick, and within ten minutes he had told us what we were 
to say and to stick to. 

I remembered what had happened to me here in this city a few 
months ago. I was afraid that I would compromise T Chin and 
Len Chun, and asked them to go back and leave me alone to face 
my misfortunes. 

‘Mr. Len Chun, you had better go home now, and you too, 
I Chin. It is better for you not to be with me, in case the police 
and the soldiers should start trouble with me again. I do not 
want to compromise you.’ 

Before Len Chun could say anthing, I Chin burst into tears. 

‘If you don’t want me to go with you, I will jump into the 
Shiang River and commit suicide. How could you, my sister Min! 
Haven’t I told you there is no other way for me but death? Wher- 
ever you go I will follow you.’ 

I Chin’s tears were dropping on my heart. I could not say 
anything. What were we to do? 

‘Do not cry. If anybody hears you crying they will knock at 
the door to find out what is the matter.’ Len Chun tried to stop 
I. Chin crying by frightening her. 

‘Of course,’ I continued, ‘I wanted to save you, so I told you 
we should get away from here, but I am worrying in case an)rthing 
befalls me again like it did a few months ago. How could I forgive 
myself for dragging you into something which was no concern of 
yours?’ 
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While I Chin was still sobbing, Len Chun assumed an 
attitude of an elder brother trying to comfort his little sister. He 
said: 

‘Do not be too complicated with your thoughts. Calm yourself. 
I do not think there is anything serious. In all probability you 
will have a very peaceful night, and to-morrow morning when 
the sirens sound you will be on your way to freedom, leaving the 
sea of suffering behind you.* 

‘Bang! Bang! Bang! Loud knocks were suddenly heard on the 
door. 

‘Who is there?* I asked, and we looked at each other dumb- 
founded. 

‘Inspection,* said a voice outside. 

We opened the door, and two soldiers with rifles and fixed 
bayonets came in, followed by an officer. About a dozen policemen 
were standing outside. This small cabin was packed with three 
additional pegple. 

Len Chun tried to move towards the door a little bit, and a 
soldier immediately shouted: 

‘Stop! Do you want to escape?* 

‘Why should I escape?* 

‘Why did you move to the door?* 

‘Because I wanted a little fresh air.* Len Chun was on the point 
of fighting with the soldier, but he did his best to suppress his 
anger. 

The officer was more reasonable. He said: 

‘What is your name? Where do you come from? . . .* 

While our suitcases, blankets, covered bundles, baskets and 
everything were being carefully searched by the two soldiers, 
the officer was asking us endless questions. ^ 

‘I am Hsieh Yun Tze, and I am a native of Changsha,* I said. 

‘And who is she?* 

‘She is my younger sister.* 

‘Your younger sister?* He gave I Chin a thorough examination 
from head to foot, and showed my remark was not convincing. 
‘But she is taller than you are.* 

‘Certainly you are joking. There are even children who are 
taller than their parents.* 

Some of the policemen outside laughed. 

‘Since she is your sister, why is there no family resemblance 
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between you?’ Evidently the officer had determined to make 
trouble for me. “ ' “ 

‘As our proverb says: “Ten children of one family would have 
ten different faces.” Our faces are not made from one mould. Qf 
course we are not bound to look like each other.’ 

‘How cunning you arel’ 

I was very angry and was prepared to retort, but Len Chun 
touched me secretly to give me a warning, and T suppressed ‘my 
anger. 

• ‘What are you doing here with these two young ladies?’ he 
turned to ask Len Chun. 

‘They are my cousins. They live in Hankow. They came to 
Changsha to see my mother and stayed with her for two weeks, 
and I am now seeing them off on their return journey.’ 

I could see that Len Chun was suppressing his ang^r. He 
realised that when a student meets with a soldier, there is no 
reasoning, and now especially, when we were escaping from our 
families, we should be more submissive. 

‘Where are you working?’ 

‘At the Salt Office.’ Len Chun immediately showed them his 
badge and they were satisfied, and they had to walk out rather 
reluctantly. 

Crossing the threshold the officer said rather sarcastically: 

‘When you are sitting in a room with two young cousins 
of the opposite sex you should not shut the door. It looks very 
fishy.’ 

We were nearly choked with rage, but on realising that we were 
two runaways we said no more. 

‘The first difficulty is now over.’ I Chin shivered and heaved 
a d^Jep sigh of relief. ‘I was so afraid.’ 

‘I was not afraid at all. As has been said before, the worst could 
only be death, and death is not so terrible!’ I remarked. 

‘Good, that is the spirit! If you have daring and spirit, and are 
prepared to sacrifice everything to fight against bad influences, 
you are sure to have victory. I hope you will not be disturbed by 
set-backs, which you are bound to encounter, but will continue 
fighting.’ Len Chun’s words were like a lecture which was deeply 
impressed on our minds. 

‘Mr. Len Chun, thank you very much for the trouble you have 
taken to see us off. Now it is almost ten o’clock, when the curfew 
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will be enforced. You had better hurry home.' I urged him to go, 
but he seemed to be still worrying about us. 

‘I had better stay a little longer with you, in case other people 
may come and make trouble for you.’ 

‘Never mind now. As soon as the curfew is enforced nobody 
except the police and the soldiers will be allowed to go about, and 
as we have already passed their inspection we are all right. What 
I’feared was people from our families, and now they will not be 
able to come out.’ 

At three minutes to ten Len Chun had reluctantly to bid us 
farewell. 

‘I hope, all will be well with you. Write to me immediately you 
arrive at Hankow.’ 

‘Of course, but also you should have a look at to-morrow’s 
papers, in case there would be anything about us there, then you 
need not wait for a letter from Hankow.’ 

We all laughed uneasily. 



Chapter XXXIX 


THE NIGHT OF TERROR 

Night came ; a dark night, without even starlight. 

Midnight passed. No sound whatever came from the shore. 
Because of the curfew law in force, we could not even hear the 
cries of the refreshment sellers on the wharf. The whole city of 
Changsha was. wrapped in darkness, except for a few sparkles of 
dim electric light, which seemed to look miserable to us. All the 
sailors and passengers on board the steamer ‘Tung Ting Maru* 
were now fast asleep. The only people who were awake were the 
two passengers in cabin No. 13, that was myself and 1 Chin, and 
perhaps an elderly lady who was coughing, and a baby who 
broke out into crying. 

The wind dashed the waves against the bows, making a sound 
similar to a distant bell. 

All the heat was gone. The evening breeze was as refreshing 
and cooling as if it were an autumn night. I tossed about in my 
berth, sticking my head out and looking at I Chin who was also 
tossing in the berth above me. 

T Chin, are you still awake? Why don't you go to sleep?' 

‘I cannot sleep. I am always afraid that my family will follow 
me.' 

‘What, are you crying again? I told you to cry is useless. Since 
you have determined to escape, you must cast fear aside. Ybu are 
crying because you are thinking of your home. What is there to 
think about?' 

‘No, I am not thinking of my home. I was only worried in case 
I should be dragged back home again, when I would be forced 
into a marriage to which I object. Then my life would be ruined.' 

‘I Chin, they must have thought you were spending a night 
with your aunt. If they had known you were going on board a ship, 
they would have been here long ago.’ 

‘Perhaps they might think that I was going away by train. I 
left my home about three o'clock in the afternoon, and they could 
take the night express to Hankow, waiting for me there.' 
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‘In that case they will be waiting for you at the wharf in 
Hahltow/ 

We really seemed to be afloat on a tiny, lonely boat in an 
extensive sea in the dark. After one wave had swept over us, 
another followed immediately. There was no light whatever on us, 
and we could not see our direction or how dangerous it was. At this 
moment I Chin felt that a thousand knives were cutting her heart. 
She was a girl barely sixteen, and had been rather spoiled by her 
grandmother who loved her very dearly. She went to an art 
school at thirteen, and soon became the best student in that school. 
Two years later there came to her school a young teacher who was 
very handsome and talented, and the poor girl fell for him im- 
mediately. It was a one-sided love, for as the girl dare not reveal 
her feelings he was unaware of her love. Very soon he joined the 
Revolution, and was killed somewhere in Honan. 

Since then I Chin had decided to follow in his steps and devote 
her life to the Revolution in memory of him. Her family learned 
of her queer ways, and wanted to marry her off to the boy who 
was betrothed to her when they were only babies. I Chin at first 
tried to commit suicide by jumping into the river, but she was 
rescued. Again and again she wrote me asking me to take her 
laway from her home, and she was only too glad when I came to 
Changsha and offered her the only opportunity she would ever 
have, to go to Shanghai with me. This time, if she could leave 
Changsha all would be well for her. She was prepared for any 
sacrifice. 

I was very grateful to my friend Len Chun. Although he was 
only indirectly a friend of mine, we were as good as brother and 
sister who would help each other in times of distress. Not only 
were our ideas the same, but we were also fellow sufferers from 
the same old system. 

Slowly I Chin fell asleep and all was silent again. 

‘Ah, mother, 1 am not going home. I had rather dief I Chin 
cried loudly in nightmare. 

I hurried to her and pressed my hand over her mouth. 

‘I — I am afraid. Look — look at the window. Don’t you see my 
mother has come?’ She sat up, wiping her tears with one hand 
and pointing at the -window with the other. 

‘No, there is nobody there. Everybody is asleep, you mustn’t 
waken them. It was only your imagination.’ 
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Although I was trying to comfort her, I was a little bit startled 
myself. I had already glanced at the window, and seemed tb* see 
a dark shape moving outside. Might it be that my eldest brother 
had come to get me back, or was it really somebody from h^r 
home? This suspicion, this terror was always in my mind, though 
outwardly I tried to be calm. 

After I had made I Chin go to sleep again, I walked outside the 
cabin for a breath of fresh air. 

‘Hey, what are you doing!* A cross and angry voice caused me 
to step back. I found that I was treading on somebody who was 
sleeping outside my cabin. 

T am sorry,* I said quietly. 

‘You have been seeing devils! Don*t you see that you have been 
treading on my head.’ The man was very angry. 

‘I am extremely sorry. I didn’t see you.* 

‘Are you blind? You should look before you tread.* 

The night became silent again, except for the sound of the 
waves in the river. 

The half-moon.was cold and lonesome hanging in the western 
sky. A few twinkling stars could be seen, and the atmosphere was 
very eerie. The night wind, although very gentle, was blowing 
incessantly upon me, and 1 felt I could not withstand it. If my 
eldest brother came on board, what could I do? Jump into the 
river, or run away? Drowning myself was too great a sacrifice, 1 
would not do it. To run away was impossible. Not only would 
the police be on his side, but even the passengers on board would 
stop me. What could I do? 

‘Hey, what are you standing there for?* This question was so 
sudden that I was frightened to death. A big dark shape appeared 
before me. I looked carefully and recognised the purser who had 
sold me the tickets. 

‘The room is too stuflFy. I came out for a breath of fresh air.* 

I forced a smile for him. ‘It is cool outside.* 

‘But why didn’t your sister come and keep you company?* 

‘A little girl like her doesn’t mind being in a stuffy room. She 
is fast asleep.* 

He bade me good night, but I became suspicious. I returned to 
my cabin immediately and shut the door. 

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Another series of loud knocks came 
on our door. 
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‘Oh, my mother! I am afraid,^ cried I Chin. 

‘ * *l^he knocks became more loud and rapid. 

‘Who is there?’ I asked calmly. 

‘I want somebody by the name of Wong,’ the voice outside 
replied. 

‘No, you are wrong. There is nobody of that name here.’ 

‘You had better open the door and let me have a look.’ 

* ‘Why should 1 open the door for you?’ 

‘Open the door, please.’ 

In order to avoid further trouble I decided to open the door. 
Two men flashed their torches all over the room. I was frightened 
to death, but they smiled and said: 

‘We are very sorry to disturb you. We were mistaken.’ 

‘Never mind. It’s all right.’ 

They went away and I shut the door again. 

‘Sister Min, you can see I am wet through with perspiration. 
My head has become cold and my breath stopped for a while. I 
thought they were coming for me.’ I Chin was still panting. I 
gave her a sad smile. 

Alas, even the grass and the trees were as dangerous to us as 
soldiers. Whatever sound we heard, it was enough to frighten us 
and make us tremble. I hoped the boat would very soon set sail, 
otherwise we would never be able to endure the night. 

We heard a clicking sound of heavy chains. They were weighing 
anchor. A pale light slowly came in through the porthole. 

‘Good! I am happy. Now is the time for us to start.’ I held 
I Chin’s head in my arms and kissed her madly. I Chin, too, was 
shedding tears of joy. ‘Now we are free!’ 

We heard the turning of the big wheels and the repeated sound 
of the sirens. The water in the river roared as if a thousand soldiers 
and ten thousand horses were shouting and roaring. The boat 
turned slowly to the east, and its speed became quicker and 
quicker. In the twinkling of an eye we were in the middle of the 
Shiaiig River. 

^‘Good-bye, good-bye, Changsha!’ When the red disc of the sun 
began to appear above the water in the east, I held I Chin’s hand 
as we sat on' deck and welcomed the coming of the dawn and the 
beginning of our new life. 



Chapter XL 


MORE TERRORS 

The ‘Tung Ting Maru* steamed for a day and a night before we 
reached Hankow. There we spent the night at Mon Ton’s housf;. 
She was a fellow-soldier with me in the Wu Chang days, and had 
now become the wife of the editor of the paper Lone Sail. 

The next evening we booked a ticket for one berth in the third- 
class general cabin for Shanghai. Mon Ton and her husband 
were not at all well off. They could not afford to buy any fruit 
to give us for our voyage, and in fact we had to walk from her 
house to the steamer ‘Shui Ho.’ This was my first experience of 
travelling in a big steamer. It was crowded with passengers; even 
the passage and the deck were full. It seemed to me that in many 
places men were on top of men, and it was with great difficulty 
that we found our berth among mountains and seas of men. The 
smell from the sweating passengers was as strong as ammonia. 

‘Two people sleeping in one berth? I think you had better buy 
another one.’ A fat steward said this to us with a smile, hoping 
to do a little business with us. He saw we were tidily dressed and 
had friends to see us off, and ought to be able to afford to pay a 
little more. Of course he never dreamt that seven dollars was all 
we had in the world. 

This big general cabin was one of the biggest on board, and 
there were more than three hundred berths in it. All the berths 
were in three tiers, and burs was one at the side with a small 
porthole above it, but it was the lowest berth and in spite of the 
porthole it was very dark. Our neighbour was a great opium 
smoker, and the smell made us nearly sick. 

‘I think you had better go home. The air here is very bad, and 
we have no room to invite you to sit down.’ I urged our friends 
to go, not only for their sakes but for my own, for I was hoping 
to have a little rest myself. But they insisted on staying until the 
time of sailing, so there was nothing for it but to sit uncomfort- 
ably on our berth. 

The steward came to collect the passage money, and I paid 
four dollars for that berth. 

ao8 
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‘We have more passengers than we can cater for in the general 
^ c^l^ip. This berth was really my own, but since you ladies wanted 
it so badly, I have given it up for you. But please understamd 
that it can be let down only at night. During the daytime we 
have to push it back in order to make room for the people to 
pass.’ 

When the steward told us this we were all surprised. 

^ ‘Where shall we sit in the daytime, then?’ my friend Mon Ton 
demanded of him. 

‘This is a passage and an important thoroughfare for the 
stewards to serve the meals. Because we are too crowded we were 
ordered to make more room by pushing the berths against the 
wall.’ 

‘Where shall we sit in the daytime, then?’ 

‘Ah, if you ladies want to sit you should buy a second or even 
a first-class cabin. All the people in the third class, especially in 
the general cabin, must stand.’ 

‘Do we have to stand until we reach Shanghai?’ 

‘I am sorry, but I cannot help it.’ 

‘Give us our money back. What is the use of such a berth?’ 
Mon Ton’s husband insisted that we should go home with them 
and sail by another boat the next day, but we were resolved that 
we had better go then. While I Chin was afraid her mother might 
be coming for her, I was not comfortable in a place like Hankow. 
Physical suffering was of small consequence to me. As soon as 
we reached Shanghai all would be well. 

The gong sounded afid we bade farewell to our friends. 

I took out a pillow and a blanket from my travelling basket, 
and I Chin asked me: 

‘Such a narrow strip of board, how can it hold two people?’ 

‘Let us try. If it is too narrow, then we shall have to sleep in 
turns. You sleep for the first half of the night while I sit, then 1 
will sleep during the second half of the night while you sit. That 
will be the only solution.’ 

‘But where can one sit?’ 

‘On the.berth.’ 

‘But you cannot sit here. You will bump your head against the 
middle berth.’ I Chin was really unhappy, but 1 tried to comfort 
her. 

‘Never mind. In any case it will be very hot at night, and I 
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don’t think I can possibly sleep at all. The night air will be very 
fresh, especially on this mighty Yangtze River. We will haye ^^ 
walk on deck to look at the moon.’ 

True to what I had said, when night came we did not go to 
sleep, but walked on deck looking at the moon and stars. 

The moon was pure, and the landscape on either side of the 
river was as clear as in the bright day. We saw the distant 
mountains, rice fields, villages, forests; everything was very clear. 
The river in the moonlight was like an extensive field covered 
with gold. The sounds from the engine-room came in unison 
with that of the weaves lapping against the bows of the boat. It 
was powerful and majestic. 

In contrast to these beautiful pictures and harmonious sounds 
there lay before us everywhere passengers who were no better than 
refugees. All of them were in rags, and some of the boys were 
totally naked, while the girls had nothing but a small piece of 
cloth for their attire. They were seated and prostrated in all kinds 
of attitudes, and you could hear their loud snores. The moon- 
beapis made their complexions paler than they really were, and 
gave one a picture of slavery and suppression. 

Because I Chin had not slept well for the two previous nights, 
she went to the berth first, while I lingered on deck, watching 
the clouds which were racing forward over the stars and the 
moon. The night was serene. The whole universe was asleep. But 
one could hear many sounds — of the engine, of the water, the 
chirruping of insects and the beautiful song of the nightingales 
coming from the shore. I lingered on deck for a long while before 
returning to the general cabin. 

Long after her turn had expired I Chin was still fast asleep in 
the berth. I couldn’t possibly bear to awaken her, so I crouched 
into an uncomfortable bundle with my two feet dangling above 
the ground. I tried to have a little rest, but in ten minutes I felt 
cramped all over. Strangely enough, however, even in such a 
position I was soon soundly asleep. 

In a very big cotton factory I became a working girl looking 
after a spinning machine. Suddenly one of the cotton threads 
broke, and when I tried to join it my hand got caught in the wheels. 
I drew^ it back hurriedly and three of my fingers were gone. The 
white thread became red and I was looking at it dumbfounded 
when I was knocked on the head by a very heavy club. 
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‘AyiauT I shouted aloud, and found the foreman thought I was 
bein^ lazy and was punishing me. 

awakened immediately from my dream and realised that the 
old man in the middle berth had dropped his rice bowl accidentally 
and it had landed on my head, which was protruding out of my 
berth. Hot blood was indeed flowing, and my clothes became 
red immediately. 

Unwittingly I had cried aloud and wakened all the people 
aroimd. I Chin too sat up, and the old man got down to wipe my 
head with his towel. The stewards came running to me, asking 
me how I felt, but the pain was so great that I could not answer 
them. 

Suddenly I saw a pair of quick dark eyes steadfastly fixed on 
me, and I was afraid. They belonged to a big dark man who was 
also a steward, and he searched me^from head to foot. At last he 
scolded the old man very severely, and demanded that he should 
give up his berth to me because he had wounded me. 

T am very sorry. It was careless of me, but it was not inten- 
tional. I hope you will pardon me.’ The old man was very apolo- 
getic, and I thought he was really not to blame. If I had not 
protruded my head out of my berth, the accident would never 
have happened. It was really due to our being too hard up to 
buy two berths that I had this misfortune. How could I blame 
other people? 

‘You have broken this young lady’s head. This is very serious.’ 
The dark steward would not let him alone. 

I Chin whispered to me: 

‘The steward is rather strange. He is trying to help you.’ 

I signed to her to be silent and said to the steward: 

‘Never mind, 1 am feeling better now, thank you.’ 

I was not speaking the truth. Really my wound was as painful 
as if a hammer were striking me incessantly. 

‘I will get some ointment for you from the purser. You will 
soon be better.’ 

When this strange steward was gone I began to tremble with 
fear. Why should he be so good to me? Was there any danger? 

Soon I Chin went to sleep again, while I, holding my head in 
both hands, sat up until morning. 

The morning meal was served. 

The passengers of the third class were only given two meals a 
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day, and they were only coarse rice with nothing to go with it. 
Just before every meal the steward would bring a pail of muddy 
water, officially called tea, and that was served to every passenger 
instead of soup. I went to buy two pieces of salted bean curd to 
go with the rice, and I Chin thought that was not enough, and 
asked me why I did not buy some egg and fish. I had to tell her 
that all the money left in my pocket was three dollars, and from 
that I had to pay the tip to the steward who was locking after us. 

When the second meal was served on that day, the dark steward 
suddenly appeared before me with two bowls of lovely white 
refined rice. He also brought a small packet of salted fish and 
some preserved cabbage. 

‘We do not need them. Please take them back.’ I dare not accept 
any presents because I was not able to make out why he was so 
good to us. 

‘Take them, please. They are free of charge.’ He put them 
down and went away. I was told that he was a steward from the 
first class. 

‘I hope he has not put poison in these things.’ After eating them 
I Chin began to have misgivings. 

‘Foolish child, why should he try to poison us?’ 

In spite of our misgivings, we enjoyed the meal very much. 
Not a grain of rice was left. 



Chapter XLI 


DELIVERANCE 
Night, fearsome night, approached again. 

4^ Chin was as drowsy as a sleeping bug. Before it was very dark 
she was sound asleep again. When I wanted a little sleep, no 
matter how tired I was I felt I could not bear to get her out of the 
berth to spend the night as a night watcher. At last, because my 
h^d was so painful, I had to recline beside her, and very soon I 
found she was sleeping on top of me. Her legs were as heavy as 
bags of stone pressed on my breast. I wakened to find I was 
covered with perspiration. Then the opium smoker began his 
night smoking, and because the smell was so bad I had to go on 
deck for some fresh air. 

Strange, in the place which was a passage in the daytime there 
stretched a bamboo couch. As I saw nobody was there, I sat on it. 

T am sorry. I saw there was no one about so I sat here tem- 
porarily.* When I saw the dark steward coming towards me I stood 
up and made this apology to him. 

T knew you were suffering last night, so I specially prepared 
this bamboo couch for you to rest. I wanted to tell you before 
but you were asleep when I visited you. Now you had better sleep 
here.* His attitude made me more suspicious than ever, but as I 
looked at him carefully he seemed to have a kind face, and further- 
more, I seemed to have seen that face somewhere before. 

How foolish! This was my first trip on this steamer. How could 
I have seen him before? 

‘No, I don*t want to sleep. You can take it away.* I pulled a long 
face and said this to him. 

‘Perhaps you do not dare to sleep. Never mind, you can sit on 
it.* He smiled at me. 

When I sat down he called me by the name of Comrade Hsieh. 
He said that he had met me at Shan-Lin, and asked me whether 
I could remember him at all. 

‘No, you are mistaken. I have never been at Shan-Lin and my 
name is not Hsieh.* 
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‘Please do not be suspicious. When I saw you yesterday I 
began to remember your face. That is why I dired to offer you 
a little rice to-day. Please do not be afraid. Nobody would 
recognise you.’ 

‘No, you are mistaken. I do not understand what you say, ahd 
I am sure you must have takem me for somebody else.’ 

I thought he might be a spy trying to drag me into a confession, 
but he told me that he was the foreman of the jury during tjie trial 
of the three prisoners in Shan-Lin district, which we passed on 
our westward march. His name was Chien Yuan Chi. 

All the clouds of doubt were gone now, and I remembered him 
very distinctly. His dark eyes when he appealed to the crowd for 
confirmation of the verdict of the court, and his commar^iing 
voice were still fresh in my mind. Yes, I certainly remembered 
seeing him before, but how could he remember me, I being only 
one of many women soldiers who passed through that district? 

‘You were on the night watch, and I heard you had some 
trouble with one of those rogues. I could never forget your face 
once I had seen it.’ 

We soon became fast friends. 

‘My work in Shan-Lin was known to very few people. When I 
asked leave from the steamer, I gave as a pretext that my mother 
was dead and I had to see to the funeral and the burial. Now that 
the Revolution has been suppressed, I had to come back and 
resume my old job. As I always did my duty, they had nothing to 
say against me, although they might have suspicions of me.’ 

‘I hope you will tell me more about what happened when we 
left there. Have the masses of Shan-Lin and Hung-Ko suffered 
very much?’ 

At that time I felt as though those places were my native land, 
and I was very anxious to know what had happened to the pro- 
gressive young men, and particularly those young women who 
were working for the emancipation of their sisters. 

‘Alas, it was tragic!’ He heaved a deep sigh. ‘When you first 
came to us all the people thought that they would be delivered 
for ever, and all the rogues who had been oppressing them 
brought to justice. But within one month they were thrown into 
hell again, and it was much worse than before. The war lords came 
back, and without any reason they shot all those girls who had 
cut their hair, and machine-gunned and killed over a thousand 
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farmers and working people. Of course, there might be many real 
.Corpmunists among them, many who were mortal enemies of the 
^r lords, but nine-tenths of them were just innocent country 
>people. Those rogues who had escaped us went back when they 
heard that the Revolutionary Army was withdrawn. They im- 
mediately acted as henchmen for the war lords, and killed many 
Revolutionary young people who once worked for 'the welfare of 
ite whole community.* 

When I heard this, a thousand indescribable feelings entered 
my mind. I thought I had suffered much, but it seemed to me that 
what these people met with was a thousand times worse than mine. 
I then asked what happened to those women who were working 
tnXt night in the office of the Women*s League at Hung-Ko. His 
answer was: 

‘They have all become martyrs too.* 

‘Alas, who would have thought that the political change would 
be so rapid as to make our dreams of the Revolution appear like 
a passing cloud!* 

‘Do not be pessimistic. The new world is in the making. A 
great epoch is coming, and we must be prepared for it.* 

He said this to comfort me and, I think, to comfort himself also. 
When we saw that somebody was coming, we departed immedi- 
ftely. 

‘I Chin, let me tell you some good news. That dark stewardr 
was somebody whom I knew, so he was very attentive to us. You 
need not be afraid now. He will see that we are safe.* I shook and 
awakened I Chin and gave her this marvellous news. She almost 
shouted: ‘That is admirable!* 

‘Don*t talk so loud, you may waken other people.* 

This was like a glass of sweet dew given to somebody who had 
been travelling for days in the desert. 

The weather in these summer days was very changeable. 
Suddenly all those people who were sleeping outside in the 
moonlight with bare backs, rushed inside. Torrents of rain were 
pouring down, and the children began to cry very bitterly. 
Immediately I thought of the rich passengers, who would not be 
in the least affected by this sudden change of the elements. They 
would still be sleeping soundly in their comfortable berths 
‘"ylthout any disturbance. 

The atmosphere in this general cabin was almost unbearable, 
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but after three days and three nights our sufferings were ended. 
When the boat was sailing into Woo Sung port I, like the lope 
swan, having flown over the Pacific Ocean, the Himalaya Mountain 
and indeed over the whole world, had arrived somewhere. But 
where was my destination? Shanghai was only a temporary 
stepping-stone for me. I was a wanderer without home. 

I looked intently on the wild rolling waves of the Yangtze 
River. The roar of the water seemed to me to be a new revelation 

Flow on like this mighty river. To go forward is the only way 
to find your final destination. No matter what hardships you arc 
going to meet with, shoaly sandbanks or dangerous rocks, you 
will overcome them all and will bring new life to everything thz.i 
you meet! 

The siren sounded like a bugle call. We drew in at E Wo wharf. 
There on the bank of the Woo Sung River were motor-cars, 
tramcars, carriages and buses moving very busily before a back- 
ground of high chimneys and factories and lofty buildings. 
Shanghai is a sample of western civilisation. While the rich people 
spend their millions here seeking for pleasure, I could hear 
labourers who were working as stevedores on the wharf singing 
aloud, ‘Yo-ho, yo-ha.’ This is their song, this is their groan and 
their war-cry. It will awaken mankind. 

‘Here is Shanghai. I will take you to your friends,’ Comrade 
Chien, the steward, said to me with a smile. He carried my 
luggage with him, and full of hope and a sense of deliverance, 
together with an acrid smell of sweat about us, we walked 
towards the Bund. 


TJ^E END 
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